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CHEW “SPECIAL FORMULA” 


CHEWING GUM! 
Reduce 


Bibs. ween“ “pun 


NOW—at last—a new, scientific idea which guarantees you 

can lose as much weight as you wish—or you DON’T PAY A 

PENNY! The wonderful part is that it is so simple... so very 

easy and safe to lose those ugly, fatty bulges on hips, abdomen, 

chin, neck, bust, arms, thighs, legs, etc. The results of lost 

weight by normally overweight men and women are really 

amazing. No hardship, no exhausting exercises, drugs or laxa- 

tives. Here’s the new, modern way to reduce... to 

acquire an improved figure and the slimmer, exciting, 

more graceful silhouette you’ve dreamed about. Simply 

chew Special Formula Chewing Gum and follow the 

Doctor’s Plan. This tasty wholesome Chewing Gum pos- 

sesses Sorbitol, is sugar-free, and reduces appetite. 

Sorbitol is a new discovery and contains no fat and no 

available carbohydrates. Just chew this delicious gum 

and reduce with the Doctor’s Plan. If your heart’s 

desire is a slender, beautiful attractive figure—if you 

want more popularity, friends, romance—then start 

today! Doctor’s Plan will amaze you. Try it for only 

10 days, then step on the scale. You will hardly believe 

your eyes. The important thing is to start... so MAIL 
COUPON BELOW TODAY! 


A full 12-day supply package ¢ 

will be given FREE with each 

order of 24-day supply for : 12- $ 
t 
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100% MONEY 
BACK GUARANTEE 


Let your scale prove you can lose weight 
and acquire a slimmer attractive figure. A 
10-day trial must convince you OR NO COST. 


SUPPLY 
ONLY 





| DOCTOR'S PLAN, Dept. y-16 
P.O. BOX 787, NEWARK 1, N. J. 


C) | enclose $1.00. Please send full 12-day package of Doctor's 
Plan & Special Formula Chewing Gum. 


[) |! enclose $2.00 cash, check or money order. Please rush the 
full 24-day supply PLUS the FREE 12-day package. 
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HAVE YOU EVER SOLVED 
A REBUS PUZZLE? 


It’s Fun! It’s Exciting! 
It’s Fascinating! 


REBUS PUZZLE is a combina- 
tion of pictures, symbols and let- 


ters. 

At first glance, it seems to be a 
jumble of unrelated things, pictorial 
and otherwise. BUT — there is a 
meaning to a Rebus Puzzle, and the 
meaning (or solution) can be discov~ 
ered by skill and ingenuity. 

For instance, look at the SAMPLE 
Rebus Puzzle below. This sample, 
although simpler, is along the gen- 
eral lines of the puzzles. 

Below this sample puzzle, read the 
explanation of hew you discover the 
solution of this puzzle. 


SAMPLE PUZZLE 


CLUE: The solution to this puz- 
zle is the name of a patriotic 
hymn composed in 1832 by a cler- 
gyman. 
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EXPLANATION 


Each puzzle has a CLUE which 
enables you to prove the correctness 
of the solution. 

Note that there are a number of 
pictures in the puzzle, also some let- 
ters of the alphabet and also some 
plus and minus signs. Note also the 
diagram in the lower right corner of 
the puzzle. There are seven spaces in 
the diagram, and this means that the 
——e will be a word containing 

en letters. NOW, LET’S SOLVE 
THE PUZZLE. 

Write down HAMMER. Subtract 
MH, leaving you with AMER. Add 
INK, giving you AMERINK. Add 
CAT, giving you AMERINKCAT. 
Add O, giving you AMERINKCATO. 
Subtract TON, leaving you with 
AMERIKCA. Subtract K, leaving 
you with AMERICA, the correct so- 
lution of the puzzle. 











Have you ever hoped for a chance to win great wealth? 
Have you ever wanted just one chance to amass 
enough money to buy the things and do the things you 


most desire? 


Have you ever wondered if there will ever be an 
opportunity for YOU to become really rich? 
MAIL THE COUPON IMMEDIATELY! 
GET FULL DETAILS OF THE WORLD’S 
MOST FASCINATING PRIZE CONTEST! 


If you have ever hoped for a 
chance to get rich for life, then 
heed carefully the message of this 
advertisement. Because THIS MAY 
BE THE BIG CHANCE YOU 
HAVE BEEN AWAITING! 

Would you like an opportunity 
to win $150,000 in CASH? $50,000, 
$25,000, $10,000, $5,000 — or any 
one of 1,000 cash prizes totaling 
$325,000.00! 

If your answer is YES! — then 
mail the Coupon at once, remem- 
bering all the while that the facts 
on this page are necessarily incom- 
plete. Upon receipt of your Cou- 
pon, we will mail you the COM- 

LETE DETAILS, OFFICIAL 
RULES and ENTRY FORM of 
America’s greatest Puzzle-Quiz 
Contest. Then, and then only, will 
you know in full the marvelous op- 
portunity offered to you in this 
wonderful contest. 


Fun! Fascination! 
Opportunity For Fortune! 


Here is the contest in which the 
entrant experiences the excitement 


0 thrill of spirited competition . 


for a WORLD’S BIGGEST 
CASH PRIZES. 

Here is the wonderful contest 
designed to challenge your inge- 
nuity, intrigue your imagination, 
enhance your knack at solving 
puzzles and your ability in con- 
structing them, and delight and 
fascinate you throughout. 

Why This Contest Is So 
Entertaining 

Only when you have the com- 
plete details in your hands will you 
be able to understand what it is 


P. O. Box 444, 
Anes Fog 1, New York. 


MR. 
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CITY & ZONE. 
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THIS COUPON IS FOR YOU 1 


THE 1953 PUZZLE-QUIZ CONTEST, 


Please send me at once COMPLETE DETAILS, 
including Official Rules and Entry Form, so I can 
decide if I want to enter the contest. 


(PLEASE PRINT) 


that makes this PUZZLE-QUIZ 
CONTEST so mentally refresh- 
ing and entertaining. 

Then, it will become apparent 
to you that the cleverness, fun 
and stimulation in the puzzles 
and quizzes are no accident— 
that they are the inspired and 
painstaking copyrighted crea- 
tion of the Editors of The New 
Funk & Wagnalls Encyclopedia. 

It was largely out of the pages 
of this encyclopedia that this 
marvelous contest was built, 
and the sponsors of this contest, 
Unicorn Press, Inc., will spend 
over ONE MILLION DOL- 
LARS in advertising to pub- 
licize the contest and the ency- 
clopedia. 
Note the Sample Puzzle At Left 

You can get an idea of the puz- 
zles, and the fun in store for you 
in solving and constructing them, 
by examining the SAMPLE Rebus 
Puzzle printed at the left. Read the 
text above the puzzle. Look at the 
puzzle carefully. Then read the 
EXPLANATION below the puz- 
zle. See how you arrive at the solu- 
tion. 

Point Value for Everything 

Naturally, there is only one cor- 
rect answer for any puzzle or quiz 
presented for solution or answer 
in this contest, and a specified 
point value is credited to the con- 
testant for each correct solution 
and answer. The points earned on 
the puzzles and quizzes you solve, 
plus the points earned on any puz- 
zles you construct, comprise your 
total point score. All of this is 
fully explained in the informa- 
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Here Are The OFFICIAL | 
1000 CASH PRIZES 

1st Prize..$150,000.00 | 
2nd Prize ..$90,000.00 | 
3rd Prize. . . $25,000.00 | 
4th Prize .........$10,000.00 
5th Prize .... .... $5,000.00 
7th Prize $3,000.00 
Sth Prize ......... $2,000.00 F 
9th Prize ......... $2,000.00 F 


10th Prize ........ $2,000.00 5 


11th through 100th Prizes, 
coh 00 ...--.- LOND : 


101st — 200th Prizes 
- -$10,000.00 F 


each $100 ........ 
~~~ vem Prizes, $ 
each $50 $40,000.00 


Total Prizes $325,000.00 


Copyright, 1953, Unicorn Press, Inc. 


tion you will receive as a result of 
mailing the Coupon. The winning 
of a prize is not left to guess work, 
luck or the whim of judges. If your 
total point score entitles you to 
win, then you MUST win! 


Mail Coupon! Get Full Details! 


At the bottom of this page, you 
will find two Coupons. Use either 
one. Tear it off, fill in your name 
and address and mail it. You'll re- 
ceive FREE, and without any obli- 
gation on your part, the COM- 
PLETE DETAILS of this out- 
standing contest—a contest for 
people who want pleasure! fasci- 
nation! fun! as well as an oppor- 
tunity to win $150,000, $50,000, 
$25, 000 or any one of 1,000 cash 


eeeeeceeee 





LIFE.MAILTHECOUPON NOW! 


THIS ONE IS FOR A FRIEND 


THE — —_ CONTEST, i 


Pay Ph = York. -02 i 
Please send me at once COMPLETE DETAILS, | 
including Official Rules and Entry Form, so I can 
decide if I want to enter the contest. 
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i 
Buy your first box of Tampax. You can 
get this sanitary protection at any drug 
or notion counter. You can buy it in 3 
absorbencies: Regular, Super or Junior. 
Buc don't put off taking this important 
step any longer. Do it now! 

Discover now’, for yourself, how dainty, 
how feminine internally-worn Tampax 
is. Examine the throwaway applicator. 
Realize your hands need never touch the 
Tampax itself; that it’s made of pure 
white, compressed surgical cotton, and 
is so comfortable the wearer doesn’t even 
feel it, once it’s in place. 

And of course, with Tampax, there 
are no bulky pads, no pins, no revealing 
bele or ridge lines. There isn't 
even any odor! There's no chaf- 
ing, no irritation—Tampax is 
truly a joy! And considering its 
small size, can’t you just see 
how easy it will be to dispose of Tampax? 
Get it now—don't delay another day. 
Get doctor-invented Tampax now, and 
be ready to face “‘difficult days” in greater 
comfort with more poise and more con- 
fidence. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, 
Mass. 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


ETE TT Ee ETE eT eT 16 


Because of her brother-in-law’s lust, Jenny was forced to flee her older sister’s 
home, but then something happened which helped to restore her faith in men. 


EEE OE OE COPD RF RE ETE ERT ees 20 
When a woman of 30 falls in love with a man I1 years her junior, she has to 
consider many angles before agreeing to marriage. 


TO TPO PEE LE Ee rT ey 26 


The thought that Hazel was having an affair so tortured Ed that he agreed to let 
the detective put that microphone in her bedroom. 


ag ncpnicns conden ebees coved pe eee ARE NnMD RS 28 
As a nurse, Sarah knew that taking that abortion case violated the ethics of her 
profession, but she believed that love was worth the price she would pay. 


I Was My Husband’s Mistress................ ipieveins eet edeteens 30 
Judy had been warned against marrying her wealthy employer, but the lure of 
high society was so strong, she couldn’t resist the temptation. 


ke rere re rere 32 


To give her unborn baby a name, Betsy was forced to choose between the real 
father and a man she did not love. It took a thunderstorm to help her decide. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
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An attractive widow at 50, Lora had the romantic urges of many younger women. 
With a proposal before her, should she listen to her daughter or to her heart? 


Father Divine’s Kissless Marriage...............++++++: By Robert Lucas 22 


Father Divine raised eyebrows when he married one of his white angels in a 
kissless ceremony. Seven years later, his bride declares that she is still a virgin. 
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DEAL} 


MARINA 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


pDt* MRS. JACKSON: I am a very 
lonely 16-year-old girl who is also 
very ugly. I have written to several of 
the fellows who sent their addresses to 
TAN and sent them my picture, but they 
never answered. | have two more years 
in high school. All the other girls have 
boy friends and something else to think 
about besides their textbooks. I know 
you think I’m crazy, but will you please 

help me? 
Little Ugly Face 


Dear Teenager: 

I refuse to call you “Ugly Face” be- 
cause, undoubtedly, you have as many 
beautiful attributes as any other girl. 
There is something beautiful in every 
person, regardless of what they may 
think they look like. Remember the old 
adage, “beauty is only skin deep?” You 
are taking a defeatist attitude before giv- 
ing yourself half the chance you deserve. 

Snap out of that self-pity gloom and 
start working on yourself so that you can 
become proud of the way you look. Try 
to improve your physical appearance, 
and be a neatly-dressed, spic-and-span 
teenager who takes a great deal of pride 
in her appearance. If your beauty won’t 
work for you, then make your person- 
ality do the job. 

Chances are nobody will take time to 
scrutinize your facial features. They'll 
remember you only as the sweet girl with 
the pleasing personality. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am in love with a boy but I don’t 
know whether he loves me or not. He 
Says (Continued on Page 65) 














NEW FINEI 


Special Offer to get you 
to try New MUM with M-3 
— Destroys Odor Bacteria — 
Stops Underarm Odor All Day 


effective protection or 39¢ will be 


Don’t miss this wonderful, no-risk 
chance to try new Mum cream deo- 
dorant. Mum now contains M-3, a sci- 
entific discovery that actually destroys 
odor-bacteria — doesn’t give perspira- 
tion odor a chance to start. 

Gentle Mum is safe for normal skin. 
Safe for clothes. Certified by the Amer- 
ican Institute of Laundering. Won't 
rot or discolor even your finest fabrics. 
So get a trial size jar— FREE of extra 
cost. You pay for only one jar. And 
you'll be thrilled with its amazingly 


Available only while supplies last. 










mailed to you promptly. 
#, e 
“erase this Offer!” 


Use bonus jar of Mum with M-3. 
If you don’t agree that Mum is the 
best deodorant for you, return un- 
used 39¢ jar (before July 31, 1953), 
with your name and address, to 
Bristol-Myers Co., Dept. MM, 630 
Fifth Ave., New York 20, N. Y. 
for 39¢ refund. (Offer good only in 
continental U.S.A.) 











A Product of Bristol-Myers 








-Nou-/ Easier, surer protection for 
your most intimate marriage problem 








1. ANTISEPTIC (Pro 





tection from germs) 


Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 





NEW IMPROVED 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


NORFORMS 


v TESTED by Doctors 
v¥ TRUSTED by Women 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 

ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


Just mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-36 
Norwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a plain 
envelope. 


Name 





Address. 











Letters To 


SARAH VAUGHAN 


| have been a constant reader of TAN ever 
since the first issue. I’ve just finished the 
March issue and | enjoyed it as usual. But 
most of all, I enjoyed “Dark Girls Can Make 
It Too,” by Sarah Vaughan. She was speaking 
of the complex she has about her color. If 
only she realized that so many would gladly 
trade their color for that wonderful and beau- 
tiful voice of hers. I, for one, would. 

I am just a fair-looking person and makeup 
is a great help to me. Sarah said sometimes 
she wishes she was just medium brown; well, 
I am a medium brown color and she could 
have it gladly if it were possible for us to 


trade. 
v.73. 22 
St. Louis, Mo. 


In answer to Sarah Vaughan’s question and 
thoughts, dark girls can make good too. Dear 
Sarah, just think what you are doing to your- 
self and countless other girls with dark skins. 
Please don’t make the mistake I have made. 
I have a guilty feeling that has grown from a 
child. I never took part in school activities, 
and, later in life, no social affairs, simply be- 
cause of my fair color. I had heard so many 
remarks made. 

You know what is said by some people about 
a real light colored person, about some dis- 
honesty. While you are young, don’t let this 
grow in your mind like it has in mine. Can't 
you see that God is showing the world that 
there is no difference in color—that out of one 


blood have sprung all nations? 
Mrs. F. B. Grant 
Tulsa, Okla. 


I give three hearty cheers to Sarah Vaughan, 
but all that she says had been proved in the 
entertainment world long before her time by 
Bessie Smith and Marion Anderson. So why 
is an issue being made of it now? 

I am’ light-skinned and the father of three 
lovable children. They are in the medium 
and dark shades, and just by reading between 
the lines in most of your publications, it seems 
as if they are trying to divide us. Could this 
happen? In the Negro race there are four 
shades (fair, light, medium and dark), and 
there are not many of us, if any, who haven't 
got relatives or loved ones in either shade. 

{ have a dark-skinned brother and sister, 
and we couldn't be better to each other. We 
were borne and reared by the same mother. 
So stop being a Tokyo Rose among your own 
race or you are going to send us all back into 
the pit of ignorance. I am sure members of 
the Caucasian race are laughing down their 


collars at us. 
Walter Ward 
Chicago 


I am a reader of TAN and like it very 
much. I would like to congratulate you on the 
stories, “Dark Girls Can Make It Too,” and 
“Week-End Wife.” I read all of the stories, 
but “Dark Girls” was my special one. “$ 


Fairhope, Ala. 


MIXED ROMANCE 


I enjoy reading TAN very much, but I wish 
you would have more mixed stories. In regards 
to a letter written in the March issue from 
J. E..J., St. Louis, I find things just about the 
same in Michigan, but not quite so bad. I'm 
white, but I have a few friends of both races. 

Miss J. E. J. should stop to realize the 
South is even more prejudiced than the North, 
but I think her letter expressed the hopes of 
all mixed couples. The sooner people reali 
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The Editor 


that we do not care what they think, the bet- 
ter for all concerned. 

It makes no difference whom you marry, as 
long as you are happy. You have each other 
and that is all that counts. 

L. M. Jones 


Jackson, Mich. 


I am a colored airman stationed in El] Paso, 
Texas. I was very proud to read in your “Letters 
to the Editor,” of the white girl who found 
herself falling in love with a colored fellow. 
The most important thing is that she says that 
she was brought up prejudiced against the 
Negro and then fell in love with one. That 
proves to her and to all of the other white 
children who are taught to hate the Negro 
that everything they are taught against the 
Negro is not true. 

D.N. J. 


El Paso, Tex. 


I am an all-round reader of TAN, and I[ 
enjoy it very much. I know you wonder what 
I mean about an all-round reader. Well, it is 
simply this: I begin reading the front cover 
and read straight through to the last written 
remark. See what I mean? It is tops! 

By the way, I want to compliment the 
writer of the letter on “Mixed Marriages,” 
(Mrs. J. E. J. of St. Louis) in the March 
issue, for expressing her opinion of prejudice. 
The things that she stated are really true, al- 
though I happen to be one of the few colored 
girls who congratulate her on her marriage. 

Mrs. E. B. W. 
Lawton, Okla. 


A word to the white girl who married a 
colored man. When you come in contact with 
colored women who resent your being married 
to a colored man, there is only one thing to 
do and that is fight it. Don’t forget that every- 
body in life has something to fight against, so 
be happy and stay lovely. Your life is full and 
the envious women’s lives are empty. Isn’t that 
enough to give any woman green eyes? 

C&R. 
New York, N. Y. 


RELIGIOUS STORIES 


I am a very fond reader of TAN. I think 
you print some ‘of the most interesting stories 
on the market. Since this is my favorite maga- 
zine, I would like to offer a suggestion. 

There are many young ladies that don’t go 
to night spots, shows, dances, etc. They are 
very religious, like myself, yet they still have 
a romantic side. Stories of this type would be 
very interesting to me and to many others. 

Barbara Battle 
Waterloo, Ia. 


FAVORITE MAGAZINE 


First of all, I want to congratulate you on 
your remarkable magazine, which I have been 
reading for the past year. In our city, we have 
a hard time getting TAN, but I would walk 
miles for it. 

I first read the “Letters to the Editor,” then 
I go on with all the other interesting stories 
and send it to a colored boy in the Army nine 
miles out of the city. He also enjoys reading 
it very much. 

Audrey Gauvin 
Quebec City, Canada 


I congratulate you on the February issue of 

I especially enjoyed the stories, “I 

Cheated On My GI Husband,” and “Fool In 
ve.” I can’t wait for your next issue. 

Mrs. G. V. B. 


Birmingham, Ala. 





Your. Baby Decide | 





Feed your baby Libby’s for one week. 
See for yourself how much better he 
likes em. Let your baby decide. 


Babies, bless ’em are different! What tastes so good to you, mom, 
may not be bland and smooth enough for your little eater. But try 
him on scrumptious good Libby’s! In his own lovable way, he’ll 
tell you they’re the best-eating foods ever. For when baby eats 
em, he likes ’em! 

You see, Libby’s are homogenized. And it’s this extra process after 
straining that makes Libby’s so velvety smooth to baby’s sensitive 
little tongue. So tasty! So extra easy to digest! Buy a supply of 
Libby’s, mom—then let your baby decide! 


FREE BOOKLET, “Just Right for Baby", explains why babies like Libby's 
so much. Mail your name and address to Libby, McNeill & Libby, Dept. BF, 
Chicago 77, Ill. 


BABY FOODS 





They’re HOMOGENIZED... EXTRA EASY TO DIGEST 
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| 
OVER 51 MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 4x° WHITE 


OINTMENT 





















SEST METHODS FOR CURLING AND 
WAVING ON PRESSED WAR. . ! 
Easy system helps prevent dry 
cracking conditions. Write for 
FREE Pressed Hair System. 

WRITE FOR FREE HAIR STYLE CHART 
GOLD MEDAL HAIR PROD., DEPT.YF-6 


337 Kings Highway, B’blya 23, W. Y. 
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mart! New! IMITATION 


\ DIAMOND RINGS 
By $1.95 22: $2.95 


autiful Soltenine’ and Wedding 
ring set with lovely imitation dia- 
monds in 1/30 14Kt —— Gold Plate 
or Sterling Silver. 
Pay Postman on deliver: ye on Tax, 
postage. Money-Back uarantee. 


CLARK RING CO. 788 
2349 MILWAUKEE AV. a 47. 








BURNS - SCRAPES 
MORSLINE SCALDS - SIMPLE a 

Minor SKIN IRRITATION 
~S = WEL CHAFED SKIN 


MOROLINE 


WORLD'S LARGEST SELLING PETROLEUM JELLY AT 10¢ 

















YOUR 


STARS AND NUMBERS 


HE STAR COURSE for the month 

of June can prove to be the most for- 
tunate of the entire year. All readers 
should, therefore, be fully prepared to 
take advantage of all of the good things 
which can come their way. 

Right at the start, it will be well to 
cast aside any set notions regarding in- 
dividual behavior during this period, 
otherwise, one may be so far out of line 
as to miss the “big parade” altogether. 
Expect to live a high-pressure, change- 
able, two-way kind of life, requiring 
alertness and adaptability to keep in 
harmony with prevailing demands. 

This applies to one’s every-day affairs 
—work, business, pleasure, romance and 
domestic interests. In June, interests 
pertaining to romance, courtship and 
marriage are in the ascendancy and oc- 
cupy the spotlight. This is the season 
when two hearts throb in unison and 
two minds think as one. 

Romance, in its many phases, is 
sparked and enlivened all the way from 
the planets to the warm June breezes. 
With nature expecting response to the 
sweet chirpings of love in the air, what 
more can one desire? 

Venus, the planet of love and beauty, 
which sponsors friendships and social 
interchange, will be in her own Zodiac 
sign, Taurus, shedding rays that give 
lightness to heart and mind. There is a 
promise of permanency linked to good 
fortune when Venus is in Taurus. This 
has added value and benefit for Taurus 
birthdays and also extends to those born 
under Cancer, Virgo, Scorpio, Capricorn 
and Pisces. 

June is most stimulating to the roman- 
tic phases in the lives of the Cancer-born, 
many of whom will sail on a sea of ro- 
mantic bliss and will not take kindly to 
any sort of distraction at this time. 

For the Gemini-born, there will be in- 
ducements in so many directions that it 
may prove difficult for them to make 
decisions. One thing is quite evident, 
namely, that every interest, condition or 





opportunity will also present an alter- 
native. All indications point to an over- 
active mental situation, which, in the 
case of some persons, may produce a 
strain to nerves and health. 

Changes and travel, for pleasure, busi- 
ness or other necessity, will be par- 
ticularly inviting for those born under 
Gemini and some of the other signs. 
Some good fortune and luck are directed 
to those with birthdays under Aries, Leo, 
Libra, Sagittarius and Aquarius. En- 
gagements and marriages fare better up 
to the 20th—the periods from the Ist to 
6 p.m. of the 6th, and the 11th and 12th 
being selected dates. 

The romantic and conjugal high tide 
of the month is at the full moon of the 
26th and 27th—an intensely emotional 
period. The June outlook is also highly 
promising for commercial, professional 
and general working conditions. This 
is a good time for new business enter- 
prises and for putting forth one’s best 
efforts toward accomplishing some defi- 
nite purpose. 

Because a more friendly and coopera- 
tive spirit prevails at this time, it is ad- 
visable to put forth special efforts to 
make one’s personal and economic posi- 
tion more secure. For those persons not 
self-employed, this is an excellent time to 
seek a change but it is not advisable to 
do so merely to be doing something dif- 
It might be better to remain 
where you are. 

Not many periods will provide a more 
attractive time for sports, entertainment 
and social gaiety. Let the chief color 
scheme for the month be various tints of 
yellow, with blues, greys and delicate 
reds supplementary. This applies to 
wearing apparel and to home and party 
decorations. Look for the number 5 in 
June. Others are 3, 9, 6 plus 8, 2 and 7. 

June presents the following selected 
dates favoring the conduct of matters 
that are of importance for those born 
under the (Continued on Page 81) 
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how he proposed 


BY MRS. COZY COLE 


— COULD BE a very long story 

because, although we—I mean Cozy 
Cole and I—were greatly attracted to 
each other at our first meeting, we were 
two very cautious people and really had 
our heads tightly screwed on our shoul- 
ders. Cozy and I both believe firmly in 
looking before leaping so it took us a 
little while to get around to the propos- 
ing stage. 

We met in St. Louis while I was at- 
tending business college and studying 
dramatic arts, including dancing. Cozy 
was appearing at the now defunct Plan- 
tation Club with his 
Group. A mutual friend introduced us 


Drum Dancers 
one evening at the club. 

It was really something too good to 
be true, to meet and talk with a person 
who possessed such a tremendous per- 
sonality and keen intuition as Cozy. 

I invited him up to the studio to 
watch me work out. Immediately, he be- 
gan cfiticizing. He said I had no sense 
of rhythm and timing and that I would 
never make a dancer. I was simply furi- 
ous, but on the other hand, I had to se- 
cretly admire such straight-forward criti- 
cism. It was not long after that we began 
having breakfast together following his 
night shows. Looking back, it seems to 


me that on the next day after these get- 
togethers, my timing would be so much 
better. 

My mother, Evie Cole, was in Lew 
Leslie’s “Blackbirds” and in the first edi- 
tion that also included Josephine Baker. 
Up to the time I met Cozy, I was deter- 
mined to get into show business some 
way or the other. But somehow, this am- 
bition got lost on a side track as I came 
to know Cozy better. 

One morning while he was still in St. 
Louis, the door was opened that finally 
led to our marriage. Cozy called me at 
the business school and asked whether I 
could take the place of one of his dancers 
in his coming engagement in Chicago. 
She was ill and had to return to New 
York. My answer was a big “indeed, 
yes!” 

Being with Cozy constantly was really 
a wonderful experience—almost as won- 
derful as it is today. We discovered that 
we had a lot in common. His father was 


an elder in the A.M.E. Church and mine 


was a clergyman. 


I found out, during this engagement | 
with his group, why he had such a con- | 
suming desire to be a great artist and | 
perfectionist. (Continued on Page 82) | 








Do you do hard work with your hands? 
If so, protect them with ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly. Put it on your hands 
before and after work. It will help to 
prevent skin cracks due to contact with 
paints, grit or other irritants. Makes 
clean-up easier, too. Also good for: 


@ Nasal passages—helps protect them 
from dust and fumes. 


@ Your feet— it soothes them when sore. 


@Minor burns—it helps stop the hurt 
and promotes quick healing. 





Get a jar today! 


Remember ‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic and 
‘Vaseline’ Cream Hair Tonic for weil- 
=~°* groomed hair that stays well groomed. 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the 
Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons'd 
9 








WOMAN FIND LOVE 
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romantic 
younger. 


Marrying again at your age 
downright indecent!” 


urges 


why, 


Mm AFTER FIFTY? 


As an attractive widow at 50, Lora had the 
of many women much 
With a marriage proposal before 
her, should she listen to her daughter or to 


her heart? 


“ . . . * 
You just can’t be serious about it, Mother! 


it’s 


Y DAUGHTER’S voice was shrill 
with indignation. “You just can’t 
be serious about it, Mother! Marrying 
again at your age—why, it’s downright 
indecent!” 
Julian, her husband, gave me a sym- 
pathetic smile. ‘What 
Mother, is that—well. we just don’t 


Angie means, 


want you to make a mistake.” 

“You think Arthur wants to marry 
me for my money?” I asked them, a 
little amused at the thought. 

“OF Julian 
quickly. 


course not,” protested 
(Angie made it plain she was not so 
the first 
someone tried to take advantage of a 
“After all, Dad 
didn’t exactly leave you a pauper.” 
“Arthur isn’t the kind of man who'd 


sure. “It wouldn't be time 


widow,” she declared. 


marry me for a pension check,” I said 
defensively. 

My daughter’s thin face was grimly 
set. “But no one could blame him for 
playing up to you in order to avoid a 
damage suit!” 

Her pointed remark struck home, and 
to hide my discomfiture, I stood up and 
began clearing away the dinner dishes. 
I was fortunate enough to have a little 
place of my own, but once a week | 
For 


life had been limited 


spent the day at Angie’s house. 


years, my social 
to church activities, visits with friends. 
and occasional get-togethers with the 
rest of my family. But lately I'd been 
gadding about like a youngster. 


I neither (Continued on Page 73) 





How you can make 
better pie crusts 
in just 5 minutes 


—another time and money-saving hint from 
Marie Gifford, Armour’s home economist 


Marie Gifford’s Five-Minute Pie Crust 
recipe is printed on every carton or tin 
of Armour Star Lard. Using this recipe, 
youmaketender, flaky pastry every time, 
and do it more quickly with less work. 





You keep Armour Lard on pantry shelf. 
It blends quickly and easily with flour 
and salt because it’s kept at room tem- 


perature. Armour Star Lard is guaran- 
teed to stay fresh without refrigeration. 





: Oe ae ade 
You measure flour without sifting and 
then sift with salt into mixing bowl. You 
save time and use fewer utensils. The 
proportions in this recipe are just right 
for this method of mixing. 





You take water right from tap. There’s 
no need for ice water in this recipe. You 
use less water when ingredients are at 


room temperature. You get more tender 
pastry when you use less water. 


Got a pie-baking question? Just write 
to Marie Gifford, Dept. 108, Box 2053, 
Armour and Company, Chicago 9, Ill. 
—for free Picture Book of Pie-Making 
Hints. 





Now available in con- 
venient 3-lb. tins! 











Armour Star 


Lard 


1] 











New Ipana Destroys Decay 
and Bad-Breath Bacteria 


ee that tooth 


ntists agr 
Most é¢ breath is commonly 


your mouth. Bad 
Use new Ipana aft 


cau 


Your Teeth and Breath 
Stay Cleaner...You 
Reduce Decay Better. 
N OW you Can get proved protection 
LN against troublesome bacteria found in 
sveryone’s mouth. Just be sure to clean 

your teeth with new white Ipana. 
Research scientists proved that regular 
fter-meal brushing with this new Ipana 
educed mouth bacteria—including decay 
nd bad-breath bacteria—by an average 
f 84%, 
Ask your dentist. Chances are, he'll tell 


Send for Generous 
Trial-Size Tube 


We're so sure you'll like new 
Ipana better than any other 
tooth paste that we'll gladly 
send you a generous trial-size 
tube—enough for 

about 25 brushings. 

Mail coupon today. | 


decay is caused by aci 


er eating to destroy these mo 








d-forming bacteria in 
ting bacteria. 

by food-fermen ete 

uth bacteria by the millions. 


you that new Ipana effectively reduces tooth 
decay, when used regularly after eating. In 
laboratory tests, it stopped offensive mouth 
odor even after 4 hours—in every case. 


Liked 2 to 1 For Flavor 


Children love the taste of new Ipana. Its 
new, more refreshing flavor was approved 
2 to 1 by thousands of families. 

Get new white Ipana wherever fine drug 
products are sold. Or send coupon below. 
P. S. Take care of your gums, too, Brushing 
teeth from gum margins toward biting edges 
with new Ipana helps remove irritants that can 
lead to gum troubles. 


NEW WHITE IPANA 





Good Housekeeping 
” 
for 


we 
45 aoveanssto 


Product of Bristol-Myers 





Qf musrovacems CO., Dept. A-63 Name 


630 Fifth Ave., New York 20, N.Y. 





: Street 
Kindly send me a trial tube of new 
Ipana. Enclosed is 3¢ stamp to cover 
part of cost of packing and mailing. City 


__Zone - State 





(Offer good in continental U.S.A. only. Expires Aug. 1, 1953) 





By James Goodrich 


| eet BELAFONTE, lanky, straight- 

voiced crooner, has become a big 
item on recordings since his recent 
switch from pop material to folk songs. 
Waxing for RCA Victor, he is regularly 
turning out sides that peddle well in rec- 
ord marts. He never enjoyed that kind 
of good fortune as a singer of lush 
ballad stuff. 

Why Harry, who definitely sings a 
good song, never made it with pops is 
something of a puzzle. But as he explains 4 
it himself, “The competition was simply 
vicious and overpowering. They com- 
pared me with Mel Torme at first; later 
they said I sounded like Eckstine. I could 
never get out of other people’s footsteps.” 

Harry has recorded a number of fine 
discs since he switched to folk singing 
but his finest, perhaps, is the coupling 
of Shenandoah and Scarlet Ribbons, pre- 
sented with the support of guitar and 
male chorus. Shenandoah is a folk epic, 
Ribbons a more recent favorite. About 
the pairing: record people figure that it 
is the best made by any artist in the folk 
vernacular in a long time. 

Harry’s success with folk songs is 
easily understandable. Possessed of a 
uniquely clear voice, his vocals are ideal 
for projecting the pathos, humor and 
drama so important to the appeal of the 
traditional music. And he strikes the 
right mood in delivering it, too. That's 
no doubt due to the fact that he has 
studied the music seriously. 

Harry turned to folk singing as a sort 
of last fling in show business. Down on 
his luck and not satisfied with his efforts 
as a pop singer, (Continued on Page 59) 
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StyLteE No. 580 — TRIPLE 
THREAT...prized as the 


French poodles that scamper 


Style No. 516 StYLeE No. 503—SUMMER over the highly-styled scarf 


eu, 38 


40-48 
20%-28% 10.98 


SPARKLE — Look cool as a 
breeze and be just as sought after 
in this square-necked, straight- 
hipped, rayon butcher linen 
sheath that calls attention to a 
tiny-waist and wondrous curves. 


blouse. A three-piece costume 
with enormous mix ‘n match 
possibilities in the lavish cape- 
stole and handsome, pocketed 
skirt of rayon butcher linen. 
Rayon shantung blouse is color 


And top it all with an expensive 
rayon poodle cloth stole, fully 
lined, that matches the elegant 
embroidery on the dress. White 
dress with powder blue stole and 
pink dress with white stole. 





—-* 


STYLE No. 516—-TOUCH ’N GO 

. aS gay a two-piecer as ever 
graced the summer scene. Its 
hug-me jacket, double-breasted 
and faced with stripes, matches 
the ooh! so flattering halter 
bodice on the full-skirted dress. 
Feather-soft chambray in beige, 
powder blue, aqua. 


5S Union Square—New York 3 N. Y. 


PREPAID ORDER. I enclose price of garment 
© is eae. 


C.0.D. ORDER. I will ee ete 
© Sedan .D. charges. 


I may return garment in 10 days if not satished. 


STYLE No. 500—CHECK MATE 
—Sure-fire strategy in this dream 
of a dance dress. Its daisy- 
petalled, jewel-bright bra flirts 
with a wrapped bodice. Its full, 
full skirt hugs a hand-span waist. 
No matter what move you make, 
you'll score in this rustling rayon 
taffeta. In black and white, navy 
and white. 





1s Color Choice | Second Color Choice 
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Beneath your arms are 


DANGEROUS CURVES 
Safe only when dry! 


New Cream Deodorant Proved 
537% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRVand ODORLESS 


a 
























Read these facts that doctors know! 

Learn how this new Cream Deodorant, 
Used ¥r . for y Hampton, model, © 
Jamaica, N. Y. | 


If you want to be sure that your person and your a “ie on ae 
clothes are safe from underarm perspiration stains iT alli sana eae 
and odor, read these facts that doctors know. To pensive clothes. 
be effective, your deodorant must keep underarms - “y ntti Se pn 
dry and odorless and save your clothes from ps an Gass cenesinn oles, 
stains, Tests prove that Arrid Cream Deodorant, but. keeps my underarms dry, too. 
used daily, protects you these 5 ways: From experience, I've — that 
1. Prevents the appearance of underarm = me best! It’ keeps me 
perspiration, keeps underarms dry by super-effec- 

tive anti-perspirant action. 









Protects twice 
as long! Vi 


Don’t let stains 





2. Removes odor from perspiration instantly, 
surely on contact. Keeps underarms sweet. Has 
antiseptic action, prevents odor-forming bacteria. 
3. Gives 53% more security! 114 times as 
effective as any other leading deodorant tested; 
24 times as effective as chlorophyll. 

4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses or 
men’s shirts. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing cream. 
Preferred by 117,000 nurses. Arrid contains 
Creamogen, won't dry out in jar. 

No wonder men and women by the millions 
are turning to new creamy Arrid. Use it daily — 
proved more effective. Don’t be half-safe! Never 
worry again about perspiration stains or under- 
arm odor. Use Arrid to be sure. Only 43¢ for the 
big 2 month jar. 


Miore men and women 


use ARRID than any other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, so easy to apply 


USE ARRID—TO BE SURE! 


DON’T BE HALF-SAFE. 





American institute of 


from underarm 
perspiration ruin 
yourclothes! Keep 
@ underarms dry by 
using new creamy 
Arrid every day! 





ie 






Safe for finest 
fabrics. 





ARRID 


Approved 















Laundering 









poems of 
devotion 


RETREAT 
| am done with being brave; 
Done with playing the heroine; 
{, who won your esteem 
By “facing the music,” 
Stop my ears with my fingers 
Whenever I hear a band play. 
Gladly I surrender 
The heroine’s crown to others. 
Let them grapple the Universe— 
Solve the problems of Humanity— 
Fight the good fight. 
I am content 
For one ecstatic moment, 
To quietly retire, and be 
Just a woman in love. 


Beatrice M. Murphy 


INTERLUDE 
Let arms enfold 
And lips grow bold 
Before the moon is twelve hours old. 


Before the witching hour’s up 
Let joy spill from the golden cup. 


Before the sky is salmon-lined 
Let ecstasy be unconfined. 


O, let the luring flower waken 
Its petalled honey to be shaken 


And when the dawn unveils the night 
Love will have supped and taken flight. 
Ruth D. Gibbs 


SUGGESTION 

It soon will be spring and your kiss 

Will quiver like a sleek metal-tipped 
arrow 

Having just plunged, after flight to rest 
in my heart; 

(Let’s greet summer with love, my 
sweet, 

For an arrow always rusts when winter 
comes! ) 


Bill Smallwood 
YOUNG LOVE 


My mind is a little kaleidoscope— 
Bright yellow, green and red; 
Upset by you the colors change 


To blues and grays instead. 
Valerie West 
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TEEN 
TALK 


EACE, CHILLUN. This one is on the 

house. No fault-finding, no quarrel- 
ling with the younger generation this 
commencement month, for even Aunt 
Janie gets tired of reading the riot act to 
you cats and kittens. 

This time she wants to give you hope, 
not heck. She wants to remind you that 
the world is still your oyster, that you 
can DO ANYTHING YOU WANT TO 
DO. No goal is too high for you to 
reach. No career is impossible for you 
to have. No position is too great for you 
to hold. 

In 1953, that should not have to be 
pointed out, but sometimes it is neces- 
sary. A teen-ager’s life, up to the voting 
point, can be so cluttered with “don’t do 
this,” and “you shouldn’t do that, child,” 
that sometimes a body doesn’t know 
when it is free. 

With the last strains of alma mater 
sounding in your ears, you are on your 
own. Throw off that cap and gown and 
start living! More than a fourth of your 
precious life is already gone down the 
drain. For you who never made the 
diploma hierarchy, you “should have 
been started.” 

You should already be on your way to 
a definite goal, headed toward a chosen 
field. For both the schooled and the un- 
schooled; the guys and the gals, the rich 
and the poor, the black and the white, 
you can do anything you want to do, be 
anything you desire. 

There is only one requirement: you 
must know what you want. 

There is but one limitation: don’t wish 





for the impossible. 

There is just one way to get what you 
want: to want it badly enough to work 
for it. Mere wishing will not make it so. 

Knowing what you want out of life 
may sound sermonish, and as dull as the 
old fogies who say it, but it can mean 
the difference between being a great big 
success and being a great big so and so. 
Take your choice. Right now, we aren’t 


By Jane 


W alters 


concerned about your I.Q., or your fit- 
ness for this or that. 

We only want to give you confidence 
in yourself, to pound it into that thick 
skull of yours that you need not limit 
your choice of a career. You don’t have 
to stifle your real ambition because you 
are black or poor—or both. 

Dream your dreams, and dream them 
big. Set high standards for yourselves, 
then get up off your rusty dusties and 
make your dreams come true. 

To know what you want to do or be 
means that you should use common sense 
in your selection. Although Aunt Janie 
is hard put for the moment to think of 
something that is not possible in this age 
of jet propulsion and push-button won- 
ders, there are still limitations on what a 
body should hope for. 

You guys can’t marry Lena Horne, for 
instance, because she is already married. 
You gals can’t have handsome Harry 
Belafonte for the same civilized (?) rea- 
son. But in the realm of things really 
crazy, things that were out of the bounds 
of reason a few years back, there is no 
such word as “can’t.” 

Crying for the moon at one time was 
an expression which symbolized the 
epitome of things unobtainable. Today, 
you may not be able to have the planet, 
but you may, in the foreseeable future, 
get into a space ship and zoom up to it. 
Remember how people laughed at the 
Wright Brothers and their dream of a 
ship that could fly in the air like a bird? 

Same with walking on water, for in- 
stance. Nobody can do that—yet. How- 
ever, there is no reason on earth why you 
should not try to invent some contrap- 
tion that will permit you to trot across 
the waves. Remember Robert Fulton and 
how they laughed at his theory about 
steamboats? 

No Negro has ever been President of 
the USA, but it is entirely possible. 
We have Negro boxers who are cham- 
pions of the (Continued on Page 82) 
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CONTAINS LANOLIN! Relieves “shampoo- 
dry” hair and dry scalp! Keeps your hair 
in place...lustrous and well-groomed, all day! 








Fitch Rose Hair Dressing now gives this 
amazing double-action care for your hair: 


1. FITCH keeps wild, dry hair sleekly 
groomed all day! 


2. FITCH conditions dry scalp as you 
groom your hair. Contains lanolin. 


20,000,000 bottles sold every year. Get 
Fitch Rose Hair Dressing at toilet-goods 
counters everywhere. 


FITCH Bp 


ROSE HAIR DRESSING 
and BRILLIANTINE 


Also Famous Fitch Hair Oil—10¢ 












@ Exciting Copy of 
$200 Original! 


Dress is all-over 
lace, fully lined 
in rich Taffeta.* 
Boned _ - and § 
peg-pocket skirt 

are studded with 

rhinestones. Lace 
Matching Bolero. 


Sizes 10 to 18 
$22.98 


@ Black Lace over White Taffeta* 
¥ Grey over Pink ¥ White over White. 


*Rayon-and-acetate 
| FREDERICK'S of HOLLYWOOD ou. 12 
4742 W. Washington Bivd., Los Angeles 16, California 


How Many ; Size @ $8.98 each. 
t Ol enclose payment O C.0.D. I enc. $1 dep. 





€ Name 
I Address 


City & Zone State 
MC Y BACK GUARANTEE 
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His THATOSSOS Mere So stivet and tends reom- 
pared to Leds vile embraces. My lips hun- 
grily Feturned his: hisses and demanded 


more, 








FUGITIVE 
- FROM LUST 


Because of her brother-in-law’s lust, Jenny was forced to flee her older sister’s home. but 


then something happened which helped to restore her faith in men. 


ds HE CAR roared around a curve and 
the bright headlights cut through 
night. flooding the spot on the high- 


| exhaustion, For a second, my 
ary legs refused to move, then calling 
my last ounce of energy I dived 
idlong into the ditch, 
| tumbled to the bottom of the sharp 
line in a shower of stones and gravel 
d lay there praying that the men who 
od peering down into the darkness 
uld not hear my gasping breath and 
inding heart. 
“Til kill myself.” I thought desper- 
ly. tightening the grip on the knife in 
\ fist. “I won't let them take me back 
. Ull kill myself first!” 
[he weapon was pititully inadequate. 
ircely more than a toy. It was shaped 
se a mechanical pencil and the little 
ide slid out when the button on top 
pushed, Luckily, the girls’ school 
it when I was 


With it. Ud 


en able to cut through the screening 


itron had on wad WCE) <ate | 
irched on my arrival. 
er my window and make my escape. 


‘| coulda swore | saw something 


we rounded that curve.” one of 
voices above drawled. 

[he beam of a flashlight swept over 
| saw that my skirt was ripped 
the thigh and my bare legs were 

itched and bruised. but I dared not 
Just your imagination, Mac.” the 


man grunted. 


Maybe. Wouldn’t mind bein’ the one 
lind her, though.” The voices moved 


away. “Heard she was stacked like a 
Coca Cola bottle . . .” 

I don't know how long I lay there 
after the sound of their car faded awa, 
into the darkness. Finally, I sat up and 
tried to figure out my next move. I had 
to keep running. There were no two ways 
about that. The girls’ home was only 
five miles away and I had to put plenty 
of distance between it and me_ before 
daybreak. I struggled to my feet and 
began walking—away from the highway 
and into the woods. 

It must have been around midnight 
when I made my way out of the woods 
and started across a wide. open. field. 
When I reached the fence. I was at the 
edge of a farmyard. The moon was so 
bright that a tractor and other farm ma- 


looked _ like 


plastic toys and the stillness was broken 


chinery brightly-painted 
only by the occasional lowing of cattle 
or a muffled cackle from the hen house. 

Two squares of yellow light shone 
from the farmhouse and I crouched be- 
side the fence railing. wondering how 
long Vd have to wait before whoever 
bed. At last. the 


lights were extinguished and I cautiously 


was inside went to 
made my way across the clearing to the 
barn. I slipped inside and felt my way 
along the wall until | came to an empty 
stall. Kicking some hay into a pile. | 
makeshift bed, too 
tired te go one step farther—even if it 
meant being caught and sent back to the 


sank down on my 


home. or worse yet. back to my sister 
and Ted. her evil. lustful husband. 
Ted loomed up in my fretful dream 


big as life and twice as frightening. The 
visions that flitted through my brain as 
I slept were horrible and all too real. 
They were Incidents Vd actually lived 
through. ... 

RANCES and I were reared by an 

aunt and uncle, with whom we lived 
in Dayton. Uncle Jud had a good job 
in a tire factory and Aunt Em couldnt 
have loved us more if we had been her 
own. Our childhood was very happy. 
and that was the main reason I was so 
hurt and bewildered when Frances ran 
off with the first man she ever dated. 

1 remember how she got up in the 
middle of the night to pack the suitcase 
she took with her. She'd knocked some- 


thing to the floor and awakened me. 
“What you doin’. Fran?” I asked 
sleepily. 


She started guiltily, then put a finger 
to her lips. “Jenny, you go right back 
to sleep!” she whispered. 

I sat up and rubbed my eyes. “Where 
you goin’? You're runnin’ away!” | 
gasped, sighting the bag she was pack- 
ing. 

Fran came. over to the bed and put 
her arm around my shoulder. “I’m go- 
Ted. 
away. will vou. honey?” 
Aunt Em doesn’t know 2?’ 
dont 


ing to marry You wont give ime 

“You mean, 
She shook her head. 
tell her? Why 


here and live with us?” 


“Then why 


you doesn t Ted come 


[ just couldn't 
understand it. 
My sister 
Then she said. “I’m going to Columbus 
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was silent for a moment. 





Ted. Aunt Em and Uncle Jud don’t 
him, so I’ve got to run away.”’ She 
-d me tenderly. “I love him. Some 
when you’re old enough, you'll un- 
tand what that means.” 
Oh, but I already know!” I[ cried 

“You’re in love and you're 
just like in the movies!” 
ing a shy, quiet girl, | made the 
hborhood movie house my second 
The make-believe love stories | 
there seemed almost real to my ro- 


And 


al thing called love had come to 


ntic imagination. now, the 
oD ? 


very own sister; I could see it shin- 


ing in her eyes. So I[ kept her secret and 
dreamed that night of Fran and Ted 
riding off together to face a rosy future 
—just like in the movies. 

My aunt and uncle seemed to put 
Fran out of their thoughts after she left 
and they rarely mentioned her when | 
was around. But my sister would write 
to me now and then and from the things 
she said, exaggerated by my girlish fan- 
tasies, | was positive she was living in a 
paradise of wedded bliss. Without Fran 
around, I lost myself deeper and deeper 
in the dream world manufactured by 


Hollywood, and I longed for the time 








when I, too, could know the secret of 
grown-up love. 

It was my insatiable appetite for the 
movies that got me into trouble and 


changed the whole course of my life. | 
was 16 
grown-up enough to secretly use makeup 


then and considered myself 
and read books and magazines that 
would have scandalized Aunt Em. 

One day a movie I had been trying to 
catch for weeks was playing for one day 
only at a theater not far from school. 
I'd never before played hooky, but see- 
ing that film was the most important 
thing in the world to me that day. So 








cret of 


after lunch, I slipped away from school 
and went. Since I’d have to accompany 


for the my aunt to Wednesday prayer meeting 
le and that night, I thought it only fair that I 
life. | do what I wanted in the afternoon. 
myself Everything might have worked out 
nakeup just as I planned except for an incident 
-s that 


that occurred toward the ending of the 
“ film. I was sitting far down front as I 





ying to always did and all the seats around me 
ne day had been vacant when I first went in. I 
school. was so intent on the story unfolding on 
ut see the screen that I was not even aware 
a there was someone sitting next to me 
ay. So 





until I felt the pressure against my leg. 

Without taking my eyes from the 
' screen, I shifted my position and felt 
' slightly annoyed because whatever it 






| was moved up a little higher. I reached 





| down to brush it away—and touched a 
‘hand! I turned my head and looked 
straight into the twisted, grinning face 
| of an old man. His eyes held a wild 





\ 







' look, his breath wheezed in and out past 





| his loose, drooling lips—and all the 





while his hand was caressing me in a 







» sickening, obscene way. 





I screamed and leaped from my seat. 
| Half-running, half-stumbling, I made it 
§ to the aisle and fled into the lobby. An 
usher grabbed me and tried to find out 











| what was wrong, but only after the man- 





| ager came did I calm down enough to 
§ tell them. He nodded to the usher, who 
led the way with his flashlight back to 
where I’d been sitting. Every seat in 
As we walked 
| up the other aisle, I spotted my molester 
Sand pointed him out to the usher. 

| Back in the lobby, the man, who was 








"the section was vacant. 







(neatly dressed and turned out to be a 
regular patron, indignantly denied ev- 
Perything. The manager was stumped. 
“We'll let the cops settle it,” he said to 
| the usher. 

My heart sank. I should have known 
ithe police would be called and I real- 
| ed too late that I should have slapped 
sthe man and moved my seat instead of 
Eereating such a fuss. As it turned out, 
“Uncle Jud had to come to the police 
pfation to get me and I was in double 
@irouble for having cut classes. The old 
man continued to protest his innocence 
and they let him go. 

| Aunt Em was heartsick over it all. 
phe blamed what happened on seeing 





















00 many movies. “It’s a disgrace, 
hat’s what it is!” she scolded. “They 
Bhouldn’t allow youngsters to see that 








trash, gives ’em all sorts of crazy no- 
tions. That old gentleman said you 
asked him for the time and—” 

“It’s a lie!” I cried unhappily. “Don’t 
you believe me, Aunt Em?” 

Things weren’t the same after that, 
and when summer vacation came, I 
wrote to Fran begging her to let me 


come for a visit. Aunt Em agreed to 








“A couple of times.” His steady eyes 
were on mine. “It was Dad, though, not 
me,” he added. A friendly grin spread 
over his face. “I’m Bryan Owens. This 
is my Dad’s farm.” 

“Do—do you think he’d mind if I 
stayed here tonight?” 

Bryan shrugged. “They say what you 


don’t know won’t hurt you.” He stood 





Terrified and confused by her brother-in-law’s love- 
making. Jenny sought to run away from it all and 
then she made the discovery that all men are not 


alike. 










the. arrangement and I left. They didn’t 
know, of course, that I had made up my 
mind to stay with Fran permanently . . . 


HE CREAKING of the barn door 

as it slid open jerked me awake. 
“‘Who—who’s in there?” a rather shaky 
voice called out. I held my breath as a 
boy about my age moved across the 
shaft of moonlight that streamed in be- 
hind him and started towards the stall 
where I lay motionless. In one hand he 
had a lantern, in the other a .22 caliber 
rifle. 


“Hey!” the soft exclamation burst © 


from his lips as the light hit me full in 
the face. 
“Don’t shoot,” I pleaded. 
came in here to sleep.” 
“Must have been having bad dreams,” 
he said, eyeing me closely. “I heard you 


“I just 


scream way up to the house.” 

I tried to pull my torn skirt together 
over my exposed thigh. He came closer 
and I inched back. “You’re lucky I was 
the one who found you,” he told me. 
“You're from the girls’ school.” It 
wasn't a question, but an accusation. 

I nodded. “But I didn’t commit a 
crime or anything like that,” I said 
quickly. “I was framed.” 

He set the lantern carefully on the 
floor and squatted down. I leaned far- 
ther back in the pile of hay. “Smoke?” 
he asked, reaching into the pocket of his 
plaid shirt. “You'll have to move off 
that hay,” he cautioned as I reached 
for the pack. 

We moved to a low bench and sat 
down. 

“Are you going to turn me in?” | 
asked anxiously. 

“It’s the law,” he said. “We get $30 
for returning runaways.” 

I gasped. “You mean it’s happened 
before?” 


up to go, handing me the pack of cig- 
arettes. “You can have these, but for 
gosh sakes, be careful! Don’t burn the 
barn down.” 

“Thanks, Bryan. I won’t.” 

He lighted the way back to my stall 
and pulled a horse blanket off a peg. 
After I was settled in the hay, he 
put out the light and headed for the 
door. Before he pulled it shut, he said, 
“About that frameup—I was just won- 
dering—” 

“Maybe I'll tell you about it tomor- 
row,” I murmured sleepily. “Tomor- 
row—” 

Early the next morning, Bryan slipped 
into the barn with a fistful of biscuits 
and a large glass of milk. “I’d have 
brought more,” he explained, “but Mom 
was watching. That should hold you 
until dinner time.” 

My mouth was too full to talk, but | 
motioned that I’d be leaving as soon as 
I finished. He shook his head. “You'd 
be picked up in half an hour. There 
are farmers going up and down all the 
back roads and the state troopers’ll have 
the highways covered.” 

My dismay showed in my face and he 
pointed up to the hayloft. “You'll be 
safe up there.” 

Outside a woman’s voice called, 
“Bryan!” 

“Gee, I’ve got to feed the stock,” he 
said. “Mom’s wondering what’s keeping 
me so long.” 

I scrambled up the ladder. “Hey, 
what’s your name?” he called after me. 
“Jenny.” 
“Jenny—-” He said it reflectively. 

“Okay, Jenny, I'll see you later.” 

The time dragged by, and outside and 
below me I could hear the sounds of 
busy farm life: the cattle being let out 
to pasture, the (Continued on Page 44) 


19 






















Uy £ 
fingel 


ld e) 





4 
ee 


Vy brother-in-law jabbed a fore- 

nger in my direction. “You're 

d enough to be Hugh’s mother,” 
he shouted. 
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When a woman of 30 falls 

in love with a man 11 years 

her junior, she has to con- 

sider many angles before 

agreeing to marriage. Vicki 

knew all this before she made 
her decision. 


OU HEARD about it, I’m sure. You 

must have. It was in just about 
every paper. It’s been nearly a year 
and a half ago, but it seems longer when 
some times I go back over it all. Yet, 
every detail is as clear cut as if it hap- 
pened just last week. I remember, too, 
when I was a kid, hearing my folks say 
that time takes care of everything. I’ve 
often wondered about that these past 
eighteen months. 

I’ve done so much thinking that | 
want you and others finally to hear my 
side. Oh, I’m not asking you for judg- 
ment. No. Instead I’m writing my 
story for TAN simply because I want 
others to try to decide what they would 
have done in my case. Was I right or 
wrong in bucking so-called convention 
in order to have the love of my choice? 

I remember well the day it all began. 

Giving the steering wheel a last tug 
to make sure the wheels were against 
the curb, I switched off the ignition. As 
usual, I sighed aloud. I wondered for 
the two-hundredth time why I ever 
picked one of San Francisco’s more 
typical roller-coaster tilted streets on 
which to have a real estate office. 

Some day soon I was going to find 
a sensibly-graded street on which to 
move, I told myself again. Automati- 
cally, I glanced at the large office win- 
dow to inspect it for smudges after the 
window washer’s weekly hit-and-miss 
job. 

You couldn’t help but admire that 
window. It was a glittering part of a 
snappy, streamlined job I had done on 
the building front some time ago. It 
carried the words “Victoria D. Bradley 
and Associates, Realtors.” Almost sin- 
gle handedly and at thirty-two I had 
built that title into something really big 
around most of the San Francisco Bay 
area. I couldn’t help but be proud each 
time I pulled up and read it. 

It wasn’t until I got out of the car 
that I first really saw him. Leaning 
against the (Continued on Page 66) 
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about the closest physical contact 


Father Divine has with his bride, he 










































EX IS BANNED in “heaven,” and 
for that reason—among others—a 
skeptical public has long speculated on 
how the world’s most publicized kissless 
marriage is working out. In a nation 
where most kissless marriages are auto- 
matically doomed to divorce, the “spir- 
itual” union of Father Divine and his 
young white wife has become a seven- 
year wonder. 

When the diminutive religious leader 
married Miss Edna Rose Ritchings on 
April 29, 1946, the bridegroom’s tradi- 
tional salute to the bride was omitted 
from the ceremony. Presumably, this 
set the pattern for seven years of mar- 
ried life, totally devoid of physical con- 
tact, although there are many who ques- 
tion the existence of a platonic relation- 
ship between any husband and wife. 

“IT do not believe in human cohabita- 
tion, sex indulgence or anything of that 
sort,” Father told newsmen 
shortly after announcing his marriage. 
And after seven years as a wife “in name 
only,” the blonde Canadian ex-stenogra- 
pher emphatically declared: “This is 
hard for many to accept, but I am as 
virtuous today as the day Father took 
me unto himself as his spotless bride!” 


Divine 





confounds the skeptics by declaring that she is still a virgin. 


BY ROBERT LUCAS 





Because he bans sex in his “Sheavens,” 70-year-old Father 
Divine raised many eyebrows when he married one of his 
angels, Edna Rose Ritchings, 21-year-old white Canadian, 


in a kissless ceremony. Now, seven years later, his bride 





Is there such a thing as a truly “kiss- 
less” marriage, one in which all physical 
contact is avoided? What is the story 
behind the unusual relationship in which 
the wife vowed, “. ..I gladly relin- 
quish all rights that a natural woman 
would claim when married to a man?” 

If any marriage could justifiably 
claim to have been “made in heaven,” 
the June-December union of Father Di- 
vine and one of his former “angels” is 
it. The question is, of all the ardent 
women followers of his movement, why 
did Father Divine cross an international 
—and racial—border to pick his bride? 

Of course, color distinctions have no 
significance in Divine’s missions, or 
heavens, as they are called. Adverse 
comment of his crossing the color line 
came mainly from outsiders, although 
there were rumors that such criticism 
was faintly echoed by some of the faith- 
ful. 

More difficult to understand is why he 
married a Canadian. For one thing, 
Divine has followers in countries all 
over the world; for another, his heav- 
ens here are filled with adoring women 
of all ages, sizes and types. 

The young, eligible women are called 
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ebuds,” and wear uniforms deco- 
| with a “V” that proclaims Virtue, 
ory and Virginity. According to 
Divine, the fiery leader could have 
iny one of these willing, attractive 


clarification. He added: “Years ago I 
knew that when the spirit of Mother 
Divine ceased to function, she would be 
reincarnated and I would find a virgin 
whose body would house her spirit. 


Father Divine claims that his spotless virgin bride 

is actually a reincarnation of the first Mother Divine 

Whom he married in 1882 and who died several 
years ago. 


ng ladies for his bride. 
fer conclusion is that she was pre- 


ned to be chosen. She wrote last 
“If Father Divine desired to mar- 
olely for the purpose of appeasing 
self, with all the countless numbers 
oung rosebuds who have been with 

n for many, many years and love him 
1 as | do, I am sure he would not 


Mother Divine is well pleased with the 
body I gave her.” 

And well she might be, according to 
the description of the first Mrs. Divine. 
The renovated Mother Divine is five 
feet, six inches tall and weighs about 
130 pounds. She is an attractive ash 
blonde and wears no makeup. 

The ancient Egyptians believed that 


mortality; just 21 years of age...” 


The sensational marriage made front _ 


page headlines and reportedly shook the 
faith of some of Divine’s followers who 
recalled his exhortations to renounce 
sex and live a life of celibacy. One 
month after his own secret wedding—it 
was not publicly announced until four 


months later—his congregation heard a | 


secretary read: “It was the fashion to 
marry, but YOU (Father Divine) have 
changed the fashion.” 

At that point, the secret bridegroom 
added, “And that is the reason you vir- 
gins should not marry, because you 
could not please the Lord if you did. 
And the only way to marry is to marry 
God and no one else.” 

If his actions flew in the face of his 
own pronouncements, it was not the 
first contradiction in his stormy career. 
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e had to wait so long for me to come after death the soul goes into the bodies Making headlines and confounding crit- Rel 
so far! The only reason I can of lower animals, but Father Divine has ics has been Father Divine’s stock-in- om 
ount for such a blessing bestowed on improved on this primitive theory of trade ever since he donned the mantle 
is that it was scripturally predes- transmigration: he revealed that the of immortality in 1932 and proclaimed : 
1 to be.” spirit of wife No. 1 now resides in No. _ himself “God.” 
messiah-like husband went even 2, described by him as “a holy, vir- His missions provided sumptuous dep 
1er when, in 1946, he claimed that tuous, untouched body; untouched by meals for 10 and 15 cents and were chu 
present wife was the reincarnation va 
first Mrs. Divine. “It is a fact Roc 
[ married in 1882 a woman known far 
Mother Divine,” he told a reporter. Tept 
narried to produce what you see H 
She did give birth to the qualities tack 
phasized in her daily activities. The his 
Spirit of Mother Divine is rein- pare 
nated in Mrs. Divine.” “ 
nce the fabulous preacher is partial Chai 
allegorical statements, the meaning Ker 
hich often escapes non-members of done 
hurch, the reporter pressed for H 
work 
was 
Father Divine listens intently as and | 
Mother Divine delivers sermon. Cana- wher 
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Relaxing in bedroom of private suite, Father Divine plans next day’s Mother Divine and Miss Peaceful, her constant companion, 
activities. Each mission has completely furnished suite for him. share this bedroom. If Divine visits, third person is there. 


jammed with members and non-members alike during the Limousine door is opened by personal chauffeur as couple 
depression years; he has caused raised eyebrows and a few stops to visit mission. Half of each day is given to interviews. 
chuckles with his cash purchases of several large hotels and 

an exclusive Krum Elbow estate adjacent to Franklin D. 

Roosevelt’s property on the Hudson River; and he has thus 

far successfully concealed the sources and the extent of his 

reputedly fabulous income. 

His marriage to Miss Ritchings not only weathered at- 
tacks from outside “heaven” and got quick approval from 
his flock, but eventually won the blessings of the bride’s 
parents, 

“T think Father Divine’s cult is a wonderful outfit,” said 
Charles A. Ritchings. A florist in Vancouver’s suburban 
Kerrisdale, Mrs. Divine’s father added, “They really have 
done a lot of good. They are so darn sincere.” 

He told reporters that his daughter left home in 1945 to 
work for a costume jewelry establishment in Montreal. It 
was there that Miss Ritchings joined the Divine movement 
and took the spiritual name of “Sweet Angel.” In the office 
where she was a stenographer, there were several other 
young women who were Divine converts. 

Little is known about how she met her future husband, 
but early in 1945, Miss Ritchings and another Vancouver 
girl were turned back at the international boundary by U.S. 
immigration officials. The future Mrs. Divine, determined 
to keep her date with Destiny, telegraphed President Roose- 
velt, asking him to intervene in her behalf. Whatever FDR’s 
response, a short time later the two novitiates were per- 
mitted to enter this country. 

On April 25, 1946, a marriage license was issued to 
Major F. Divine and Miss Ritchings. Father Divine gave 
his age as 41, but conservative estimates put his actual age 
in the early 70’s. The fact that he was almost three times 
as old as his 21-year-old bride is considered proof by some 
that a kissless marriage was not only possible, but necessary. 

However, the noted physician, Edwin P. Johnson, in not- 
ing that sex hormones do not (Continued on Page 46) 
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The thought that Hazel was having an affair so tortured Ed that he agreed to let 


‘¢ A LL SET, Mr. Morse?” 
I nodded grimly. “Yes. Let’s get it over with.” 

The detective plugged the tape recording machine 
into a wall outlet and fiddled with the controls. It 
was night and there were just the two of us in the 
room back of the barbecue shack I owned. 

The light from the single overhead bulb caught on 
the brim of his hat, which shadowed his rugged, dark- 
brown face. I felt, rather than saw, his gimlet eyes 
studying me intently as I sat tensely on the edge of 
an empty wooden crate. 


if 


“Well?” My voice was edgy; I knew what was 
coming and I was anxious to get it over with. 

“Are you sure you want to go through with this?” 
he asked. “Maybe you ought to think it over, Mr. 
Morse.” 

“Look, Garnett,” I flared, “I’m paying you 25 bucks 
a day—” 

“Plus expenses,” he cut in dryly. 

I nodded vigorously. “You’re supposed to be doing 


a job for me, and I’m laying out my good money—” 
“Can you afford it?” 











the detective put that microphone in her bedroom, but then he was afraid to listen. 


“That’s none of your business, as long as you get 
paid!” But the lunchroom was dark and empty and 
the “Temporarily Closed” sign had been on the front 
door for over a week. I was losing money, I was 
losing my health, and had already lost my peace of 
mind, But all that was nothing compared to what I 
was about to lose. 

The tape recording the detective had made for me 
and was now about to play would be the final, abso- 


lute proof that I had lost everything. 


Neither one of us knew what sounds had been 
caught by the microphone, so cleverly hidden by the 
detective, yet it was obvious that he, too, was aware 
that we were about to hear the tragic ending of some- 
thing that was doomed from the very beginning. 

He was probably wondering why a man would want 
to torture himself by listening in on his wife in the 
very act of cheating on him. I’d asked myself that 
same question a hundred times in the past week; I 


still didn’t know the answer. (Continued on Page 55) 











I don’t 


got to help me, Sarah! 


> 


ou ve 


\ 
~~ 
+ 
S 


” 


dare ask anyone else. 








mt 

















As a nurse, Sarah knew that taking that abortion case violated the ethics of her profession, 


but she believed that the love of the man she hoped to marry was worth the price she 


equi SPREAD the money out 
fan-wise on the silk comforter, ten 
$100 bills. I just sat there and stared. 
Seeing so much money being shoved at 
me took my breath away. Ardella sat 
up, tucked the folded bills into the 
pocket of my starched white uniform, 
then fell back against the pillows. 

Her face was thin and haggard; with- 
out makeup she looked nothing like the 
girl who had dangled all the fellows on 
a string when we were in school to- 


gether. 
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would pay. 


She closed her puffy eyes and man- 
aged a wan smile. “I guess you think 
I’m showing off, the way I used to when 
we were kids,” she said. Her voice was 
weak and I didn’t have to feel her pulse 
or take her temperature to know that 
she was a very sick woman. 

Ardella ran her tongue over dry, 
“This is no grandstand 
play, honey,” she went on. “I’m at the 


cracked lips. 


end of my rope. Help me out of this 
jam and the money’s yours!” 

I glanced around her bedroom, feel- 
ing a pang of envy at the sight of so 
much luxury. Decorated in Hollywood 
style, it had everything from full-length 
mirrors to a chaise longue and a vanity 
covered with a profusion of toiletries. 
Yes, my former schoolmate had done 
all right for herself. 

With the pick of the crop to choose 
from, she had hooked the man with the 
biggest bankroll, Shelton Mays. Shel- 
ton was something of a mystery man, 
but was regarded as a “sportsman” 
mainly because he owned two promis- 
ing young boxers. 

I hadn’t known Ardella intimately in 
high school because she was too busy 
living up to her reputation of being 


hincty, and of course, after her mar- 
riage our paths seldom crossed. I went 
on to nursing school, while she became 
the leader of a fast-moving society set. 
Why she should suddenly send out an 
urgent call for an over-worked R.N. she 
barely knew was beyond me. 

Her eyes were still closed but her 
voice took on a desperate tone. “You've 
got to help me, Sarah! I don’t dare ask 


anyone else. I don’t know where I 


slipped up but—I got pregnant.” A 
shudder passed through her thin body. 
“My husband will kill me if he finds 
out.” 

“You mean, he doesn’t want a child?” 
I inquired naively. 

A bitter smile twisted her lips. “He’s 
dying for one—of his own!” 

I stood up abruptly. “I’m sorry, Mrs. 
Mays, but if you’ve asked me here to 
find out the name of an abortionist, 
you're going to be disappointed. I don’t 
know any, and if I did, I can’t afford 
to get mixed up in—” 

“Oh, sit down, Sarah! 
first married woman who played around 
and got caught. Haven’t you ever made 
a mistake?” (Continued on Page 76) 
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I’m not the 














There was a roughness in his voice and in the demand of his lips 


y 
‘ 


as they came down on mine. “Judy—Judyl” he moaned. “Il need 


you—now!” 
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Judy had been warned against marrying her wealthy. middle-aged employer, but the lure 


of high society and easy living were so strong, she couldn't resist the temptation. 


NY DICTIONARY will tell you that 
£% “Mrs,” 


the old days, mistress was the feminine 


stands for “mistress.” In 
form of master and meant the head of a 
household. a wife. Today, the word 
has a new and degrading connotation. 
| thought that Russ Hamilton wanted 


he took 


as his mistress. 


me for a wife. but me—and 
treated me- 

I lived in his fine home, shared his 
bed and board, even had a marriage 
tucked in the 


lrawer. but | was nothing more nor 


license away dresser 


less than a kept woman. 
And it had all started off so wonder- 


fully : 
movie plot. 
girl, and the “rich” part of it suited 
Russ to 
and had been married before. but that 


like a 


I was certainly the poor 


rich-boy -meets-poor-girl 


a “TT.” He was middle-aged 


didn't make him any less attractive to 
me. Russ Hamilton was the kind of man 
other men envy and women admire. He 
had made a phenomenal success in a 
number of business enterprises, any one 
of which would have kept the average 
man occupied 24 hours a day. — 

I'd heard of him long before I went 
to work for the realty firm in which he 
had an interest. He was an almost leg- 


endary figure and every week the news- 
papers carried something about Russ 
Hamilton’s many activities. I learned 
later that this was partly because Bob 
Waring was a hard-working public re- 
lations man. among other things, for 
Russ. Even so, Russ was always doing 
a dozen different, things at once. taking 
care of his business interests, serving 
on Various civic committees. and attend- 
ing all the top society functions. 

I became part of all that; the glam- 
our and the excitement. the expensive 
clothes and the luxurious living were 


mine. TF was (Continued on Page 51) 
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— YOU wondered how a girl feels, when she dis- 


covers she’s going to have a baby . . . when she 
knows she hasn’t even the right to, because she isn’t 
even married? I know. It happened to me. 

It was happening that chilly Monday evening as I 
frantically paced the sidewalk in front of Mrs. Rainey’s 
rooming house and prayed for Don Blake to show up 
so I could tell him we’d have to get married. 





Te 


Ve 
a bi 


f ma 


¢ 


To give her unborn baby a name, Betsy was forced to choose between the real father 
and a man she did not love. It took a thunderstorm to help her decide. 
















Merrill says I’m going to 
a baby. Don, we've got to 
t married—right away.” 








I thought of all the times before that Don had broken didn’t understand his mother. I understood, only too 
dates with me . . . because of his mother. I kept say- well, about Mrs. Blake . . . the hold she had over him. 
ing over and over to myself: “Dear Heaven, let him I understood how fanatically jealous she’d always been 
tome. Don’t let her keep him from me tonight.” I of any girl Don had ever dated. I wasn’t trying to 


had to tell Don what Dr. Merrill had told me just a excuse myself in any way. Yet, I knew that if Mrs. 
few hours before—that I was going to have a baby even Blake hadn’t been the sort of mother she was, the thing 
though I had no husband. that had happened between Don and me just couldn’t 


I thought of how Don was always insisting that I have. 











| wouldn’t have had that desperate 
feeling each time Don took me in his 
arms, that maybe it was for the last 
time. I wouldn’t have been so weak, 
» yielding, wanting his love so badly 
that I stopped to count the cost of our 
I wouldn’t be search- 


stolen moments. 


For a minute, Don just stared, speech- 
less. Then he recovered himself and 
burst out: “Why, you poor kid. Of 
course we'll be married. Why, | love 
you, darling. I’d have asked you be- 
. if only Mother .. .” 

“She'll talk 


fore . 
I clutched Don’s arm. 






When the father of her unborn baby ran out 






on her, Betsy in desperation fled her home 






town. Should she marry another man 





or should she wait for Don’s return? 


ing now for words with which to tell 
Don my frightening secret. 

[ was thinking of all that when I 
finally spotted Don’s car, swerving 
:round the corner at last. For a whole 
ninute after he’d pulled alongside and 
I'd slid in beside him, I couldn’t utter 

vord. I just let him take me in his 
arms and kiss me hard. As I clung to 

returning his sweet, warm kiss, I 
thought miserably how awful it was to 
be so in love with a guy that you could 
hardly eat or sleep without thinking of 
I'd felt that way about Don ever 
ince we’d started dating, a whole year 
I knew I'd go on feeling like 
hat about him forever. 

Now, even as I groped for words, 
Don was saying ruefully: “Betsy, honey 

the same old story. I can’t stay 

| . . . I promised Mother. She’s 

been having another of her bad days 
th her heart. You understand.” 

('d heard that excuse of Don’s so 

ny times before about his mother’s 
I should have been used to 


nim. 


tore. 


ad heart. 


t by now. But I couldn’t help it and 
urted crying. 
‘Betsy! Betsy! For the love of 


like.” Don’s arms were reaching for 
e again. Against his shoulder, I pushed 
back my sobs. I got it out, somehow. 
[ told him about the baby. 
Don said, “A baby, Betsy?” 
ice was stunned. 
| looked away. I whispered: “I found 
. today. I went to see Dr. Mer- 


His 


ell on my lunch hour. I thought it was . 


t a digestive upset, but he told me 

| was only feeling that way because I 

going to have a baby, Don. We’ve 

t to get married . . . right away,” I 
idded numbly. 


+4 







“She'll try. 
Promise you won't let that happen.” 

A fleeting frown crossed Don’s face as 
he gripped my shoulders. But his voice 


you out of it,” I cried. 


had a confident enough ring. “Don’t 
be scared, Betsy,” he soothed, “I know 
how to handle Mother. Poor old girl. 
It’s just that I’m all she has left since 
Dad died and my brother Tom got it 
in Korea.” 

“Oh, I know, I know, Don,” I cried. 
A vast relief came over me. Don sounded 
so determined, so sure. At that minute, 
I was loving him more than I ever had 
before. “But, you must tell her tonight, 
Don,” I urged. “We mustn’t wait.” 

Don squared his shoulders and said: 
“Tomorrow, on our lunch hour, we can 
meet at Doc Merrill’s. We'll have our 
blood tests. Then we'll see about the 
license. We'll be married for sure by 
next week, sweetheart.” 

I entwined my arms about Don’s 
neck, kissed him and said ecstatically: 
“We'll have to start looking for a little 
place of our own.” 

Don said, looking briefly 
again: “Sure, Betsy, sure. Now, hadn’t 
I better run along?” he grinned. “No 
point in getting Mother upset . . . to- 
night of all nights.” 

For a last long moment, Don and I 
clung together fiercely, then I hopped 
out of the car and ran back into Mrs. 
Rainey’s rooming house. As I reached 
my room, | was telliag myself happily 
that I wasn’t going to worry about 
Don’s mother. After all, she was hu- 
man. When she was forced to see what 
Don and I meant to each other, she’d be 
bound to give in. 

Next morning, I rose joyously and 
hurried off to my job at Cronin’s real 


uneasy 


estate office. Even grouchy old Mr. 
Cronin returned me a sour smile as | 
greeted him. I knew my face must have 
been radiant because it took a lot to 
make Mr. Cronin smile. 

My heart was nearly bursting as I 


rushed from the office at noon and — 


headed for Dr. Merrill’s. Surely, I 
thought delightedly, by next week Don 
and I would be married. I thought of 
the darling baby we were going to have. 
I prayed that it would inherit Don’s 
dark-lashed eyes, his crisp, curly brown 
hair, his gay grin. 

When I reached Dr. Merrill’s office, 


the clock on the wall said 12:05. J) 


smiled at Miss Gray, the receptionist, 
told her that I was waiting for Don, 
that we were going in to see the doctor 
together. I sat down and pretended to 
read a magazine, all the while listening 
for Don’s step. 

I was still smiling, though not so 
lightheartedly, at 12:30. It was one 
when I rose with a sickly smile on my 
face and told Miss Gray that Don must 


have been unavoidably delayed. We'd 


drop by to see the doctor some other 
time, I told her. 

A cold, hard lump was congealing at 
the pit of my stomach as I started walk- 
ing down Main street. When I reached 
the house on Dale avenue, where Don 
and his mether lived, I paused for a 
moment to look at the drawn shades. | 
thought, “I’ve got to tell her. She 
shouldn’t have kept Don from coming 
today. I’ve got to tell her, that she 
won't be losing Don, that she'll just be 
gaining a daughter, a grandchild, to 
make her life richer, fuller.” 

My hands were cold and damp, as | 
went up the steps and rang the bell. 
When Mrs. Blake answered the door, | 
didn’t even try to smile at her, for all 
at once I saw it wouldn’t be any use. 
“I’ve got to talk to you, Mrs. Blake,” I 
said. “I’ve got to know why you per 
suaded Don from meeting me today. 
I didn’t call him at work; I didn’t want 
to do that.” 

Mrs. Blake folded her thin arms across 








her chest and looked at me. It was 4 
cold, triumphant look. Finally, she said: 
“That wouldn’t have done you a bit of 
good, Betsy Martin. Don left Emmets 
boro early this morning. I saw to that. 
He’s safe out of your trap.” 

“Trap, Mrs. Blake?” I said stupidly. 
“It wasn’t any trap. I love Don. I’ve 
... T’ve never (Continued on Page 60) 













UNE 

of tk 
all sorts 
son. It ; 
sters ar 
school y 
hustle a 






HOME 
SERVICE 
MAGAZINE 


FREDA DeKNIGHT 
Home Service Director 


+ 
s 

3A, 
» 


: 
. 


June 


Is 
Month 


Of 


Glamour 


UNE IS TRULY the glamour month 

of the year, marking the beginning of 
all sorts of activity for the summer sea- 
son. It is graduation time and the young- 
slers are full of life and pep, because 
school will soon be out. There is also the 
hustle and bustle of vacation planning 











and getting ready for camps and trips of 
all sorts. 

Then, too, June is the wedding month, 
bringing a gala round of parties, show- 
ers and sentimental hours for the pros- 
pective bride, her family and friends. 


Mothers, with a million things to do, find 











that although the days are longer, they 
never seem quite long enough to finish 
all the things that must be done. 

There is nothing like a good old-fash- 
ioned homemade cake to top summer 
menus. There are new ideas, too, for the 
home, and for the teen-agers’ graduation. 
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ig interior patio is a modern version of the old sunporch. It opens into the 
ind gives a cool effect. Ceiling is of plastic and driftwood dinosaur on coffee 
ible is a collector’s item. Portion of music center is shown at the right. 


Prize Home Features 


Ample Living Space 


LL THE BEAUTY of California and the tropical influence 

of easy living are combined in the design and architecture 
of the spacious and lovely home of the Ralph Vaughns of Los + 
Angeles. Although Mr. Vaughn is one of the West Coast’s top | 
architects, the home represents a combination of ideas. 

With the ranch type in mind, the house was built around the 
idea that it should be a structure to be lived in and enjoyed. 
This treatment gives a feeling of complete freedom and harmony 
as one goes through it. It has warmth, cheer, and colors that 
blend to achieve beauty and make each room alive. 

There is no feeling of confinement in such surroundings, and 
this has been achieved by unbroken vistas of not less than fifty 
feet in any direction. All colors and materials throughout the 
living room area, which comprises 1200 square feet, are of 
desert origin. 

White crystals have replaced the usual lawn pebbles in the 
rear of the house. This home recently won two design awards. 


section is part of living room area, High ceilings are 
with grass cloth “soffits.” Bookcases are desert grey. 














For dining, Mr. Vaughn demonstrates ease of serving 
from kitchen. Dining area furniture is light and 
modern. Family-made mobiles hang from ceiling. 


war 4 = 





rips Dati 
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Formal living room area features twenty-foot sectional sofa in deep purple, Outdoor barbecue pit in the modern manner is three 
which defines the more sophisticated part of house. Unusual fireplace has feet in diameter, has round, open-faced grill that is 
facing of Mexican lava stone. Ash tray and indoor planter are modern design. perfect in every respect for outdoor entertaining. 














Patio living room area has thirty feet of plate glass from floor to Convenient two-car carport has natural redwood trim, ac- 
ceiling, separating outside area which has tropical planting. All cented by desert pink stone pylons. Landscaping features ivy, 
mteriors and furnishings are by Juan Ray, West Coast decorator. geraniums, pampas grass and African ferns. 
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Graduation 
Dresses 








Convertible dress can also serve as first for 
mal. Of soft white lace, it is strapless, has 
shoulder cape that ties at waist. $45. 


lress of delicate pink shirred net has deep, round neckline, cap sleeve. 
ink taffeta cummerbund fits waist snugly, is tied with a large bow. 


Full skirt is flared. By Fred Perlberg. Price $40. 
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Parisian-inspired dress of white embroidered organdy, combined with Graduation dress with “Shrug” jacket has snug bodice of 
plain organdy, can be worn for summer parties. Short bolero jacket white eyelet embroidery. White organdy forms bouffant 
has peter pan collar. Dress by Corrine Formals. Price $39.95. skirt, Tiny sash and nosegay add special touch. Price $39.95. 


UNE IS A most romantic month. It 
is the time for planning weddings, 

graduations and vacations. It is the one 
month that becomes all-important to 
youngsters, especially the junior miss 
and her high school graduation. 

The new suit for the boys and the first 
formal gown for the girls are all impor- 
tant, and the dress for the big moment 
should really be something special. A 
graduation dress should afford the wear- 
er all the poise, grace and loveliness 
necessary for confidence on this mem- 
orable occasion. 

White is, of course, the traditional col- 
or, but there are a number of soft rain- 
bow pastels that will live up to all the 
teen-age slang for beauty, such as “lush,” 
“dreamy,” “super,” and make the grad- 
late as pretty as a picture. 

Most of this season’s dresses are de- 
figned for dual-purpose wearing, with 
tiny bolero jackets, stoles and shawls 
which prove an asset to budget-conscious 
mothers. Materials range from durable 
wtton pique to the frilly nets, soft laces, 
ilk organdies and nylon materials, with 
‘oft girlish sashes and a few flowers here 
ind there for trimming. 

Most of the skirts are full, and pretty 
petticoats can be worn under them. Em- 
broidery and lace are inserted in many 
gowns, but all are designed to achieve 
the young, feminine look. 


Practical dress of snow white waffle pique is sleeveless, with tiny removable jacket. Deep 
boat neckline is bordered with white braid. Flowers of any color may be added. Circu- 
lar skirt is perfect for young figures. Dress by International Junior. Price $29.95. 
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Simple. Wedding Cake Chocolate Swirl Angel Food Cake 









4 cups cake flour, add 4 tsps. baking powder, 1% tsps. salt. Sift 1 cup cake flour, add % cup sugar and sift 4 times. Combine 1% 

‘ eat 6 egg whites until foamy, add % cup sugar gradually and beat cups egg whites, 4 tsp. salt, 144 tsps. cream of tartar, 1 tsp. vanilla, 
ntil meringue stands. Cream 1 cup shortening, add 2 cups sugar \ tsp. almond extract in bowl. Beat egg whites stiff. Add 1 cup sugar 
| cream until fluffy. Add flour alternately with 15% cups milk, in 4 parts. Sift 14 of flour-sugar mixture over egg whites and fold in, 

eating smooth each time. Add 2 tsps. vanilla, then meringue and Add remaining mixture in 3 parts. Pour % of batter in 10-inch tube 

j into batter. Bake in 16x10x2-inch paper-lined, greased pan, pan. Grate 2 squares unsweetened chocolate and sprinkle 14 over batter, 






mo derate oven (375°) 40 minutes. Use 7-minute frosting. Alternate layers of batter with chocolate. Bake 35 minutes. 
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Favorite Cupcakes cake 


Cream ¥% cup butter. Sift 2 cups cake flour, calls 
2% tsps. baking powder, %4 tsp. salt, 1 cup ber 

sugar, add to shortening. Add 1% cup milk, 3 en 
unbeaten egg yolks. Mix until all flour is er 
dampened, then beat 2 minutes. Add another cake, 
% cup milk and beat 1 minute. Add 1 tsp. supa: 
vanilla. Half fill muffin pans, and bake in uga 
375° F. oven 20 minutes or until done. Use Ri 
orange or butter frosting. For coconut snow in sh 
balls cover with boiled frosting and roll in 
shredded coconut. balls, 











































Prune Harvest Moon Cake 


Cut up 1% cups cooked prunes. Cream 1 cup shortening. Add 1% 
cups sugar and cream thoroughly. Stir in 3 beaten eggs. Sift 2% 
cups flour with 2% tsps. baking powder, % tsp. soda, 1 tsp. salt. Add 
to mixture alternately with % cup buttermilk. Add prunes and 14 
tsps. vanilla. Bake in 2 greased 9-inch cake pans in 375° F. oven 
35-40 minutes. Remove from pans, and cool. Use Harvest Moon 
frosting. 





PECIAL PARTIES call for unusual 

cakes and a smart homemaker can 
make pretty-as-a-picture cakes by using 
her imagination and ingenuity. Home- 
made cakes are a tempting treat at any 
time, and with an extra bit of dressing 
up, can become conversation pieces. At 
parties the climax is usually reached 
with the cutting of the cake. 

The conventional white or chocolate 
cake can be dressed up when the occasion 
flour, | “alls for a very special cake. Remem- 
1 cup § ber the spicy, tantalizing aroma of 
— grandmother’s old fashioned applesauce 
nother § cake, or a banana nut treat, or a burnt 
ey sugar delight? 

e. Use Richly frosted cupcakes can be rolled 
voll in in shredded coconut, to become coconut 

balls, lavishly topped with chocolate or 
white icing, or individually iced to suit 
the whims of every guest. 

Splurge with the decorations. Deli- 
cately-colored rose petals, jolly fat gum- 
drops, or crunchy nuts can transform 
ordinary cakes into pretty pictures. 

Since May and June belong almost 
solely to the proud graduates, invite the 
whole gang in to am that special cake Frosted Angel Food Cake 


or that batch of cupcakes that turned out Use 1 pkg. angel food mix, and prepare according to directions. Bake in 9-inch tube pan in 

so beautifull Th ‘Il talk 375° F. oven 30 minutes. Invert, and let cool 1 to 2 hours. Loosen cake from sides and center 
ulitully. ey will talk about tube and remove. Spread thinly with strawberry icing, made with 2-3 cups sifted confectioners 

them for months. sugar, dash of salt and 2 tsps. lemon juice to %4 cup crushed, fresh or frozen strawberries. 
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RA, AGE 3 and smart as a whip, was suffering 
a mild cold. It did not interfere with her playing, 
es were clear, her nose was dry, and she was as 
as ever. Yet, ever so often she disturbed her 
coughing. 

decided that Barbara needed a dose of cough 
But when she approached Barbara, bottle and 

hand and an encouraging smile on her face, the 


pursed her lips and turned away with a negative 


2 medicine to a child, a parent should use psychology, rather than spring it on him “cold, 


Giving Children Medicine 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, Northwestern University 












” 


and risk a bad reaction. 





No entreaties, no sweet talk could force Barbara to take 
the medicine. 

Mother tried everything. “Take the medicine, dear,” she 
said, “and Ill buy you a bag of ‘kisses’ when ! go out.” 

“I don’t like kisses,” said Barbara, telling one of those 
innocent little lies young children tell without batting an 
eye. 

Mother switched to goodies in the kitchen: cookies, 
candy, and finally a half-glass of grape soda pop. But Bar- 
bara was adamant. For the moment, she hated kisses and 
cookies and candy and pop. Mother was stymied. Subse- 
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quently, she gave up—and Barbara kept 
on coughing, more cautiously now— 
behind her hand! 

Where had Mother made a wrong 
move? 

Well, in the first place, Mother had 
been wrong to spring the medicine on 
little Barbara “cold.” She should first 
have prepared both herself and the little 
girl for the taking of the medicine. In 
other words, she should have employed 
psychology. 

In giving a child medicine, the par- 
ent should assume that there will be no 
resistance to persuasion. If there are 
doubts, the voice and facial expressions 
may convey them to the child. As in 
Mother’s case, she approached Barbara 
with the tell-tale “encouraging smile,” 
and Barbara, a smart little cookie, knew 
right away that “something was up.” 
She immediately went on the defensive 
—and won. 

Another important factor is this: a 
parent should always know what a medi- 
cine is for, something of its taste and 
make-up, how often it should be given, 
whether or not it is primarily important 
that the child take doses on rigid pre- 
scription, and what to do when the child 
reacts negatively, such as by vomiting. 

A child knows nothing of what medi- 
cine is for. If it tastes bad, there will be 


| anatural reluctance to take it. And when 
; the parent also displays great anxiety, 
then the child is made highly dubious, 


| or distrustful, of the entire enterprise. 


If the child is, old enough, the parent 
should explain about the medicine, its 
difference from food, its beneficial char- 
acteristics. A parent should never get 
angry when a child refuses medicine, for 
then the child may interpret medicine 
taking as a form of punishment and will 
always resist efforts to administer it. 

The best method, especially when ap- 
proaching small children, is to be mat- 
ter-of-fact: act as though making a nor- 
mal request. If the child detects nothing 
unusual in the parent’s manner, chances 
are she (or he) will take it without a 
whimper. In some cases, if the medi- 
cine tastes good, the parent will have to 
hide it to keep the child from wanting 
too much of it! 

Of course, there are times when the 
child must take the medicine for its own 
well-being, and there cannot be any al- 
ternative. The parent cannot indulge the 
child’s whims, as Mother did Barbara’s. 
It is highly important that the direct ap- 


proach is used. Trying to reason with 
the child will only lead to an argument. 
Mother failed in her case by prefacing 
her “conciliatory” offer with the word 
“if.” That word told Barbara right away 
that she had an alternative, an out. The 
offer of reward meant that Mother had 
expected disagreement. 

To get the best idea of how well the 
direct approach works, watch a nurse ad- 
minister medicine to children. The same 
child who raises the very devil at home 
takes medicine from a nurse just the way 
he takes his favorite candy from the par- 
ent. In a way, one might say that nurses 
intimidate children pleasantly to get 
them to take medicine. 

But in no case can a smart, energetic 
child like Barbara be underestimated. 
No amount of baby-talk will get desired 
results with the likes of her. 

It is also well to remember that many 
medicines have distinctive tastes. In 
some cases, it is well to let the child take 
a sip, to become acquainted with his 
medicine, rather than insist that he take 
an entire spoonful in one swallow. It can 
also be helpful if the parent demonstrates 
to the child that she is not afraid to take 
the medicine herself. When in the proper 
mood, the child will gain more confi- 
dence in the medicine when he or she 
sees Mother take some, too. 

The parent should strive at all times 
to be familiar with the child in relation 
to his or her medicine. For example, 
children under three often find it diffi- 
cult to swallow pills without chewing 
them. By chewing them they sometimes 
discover bad tastes. Therefore, the par- 
ent may have to crush a tablet, such as 
aspirin, in a syrup or liquid to adminis- 
ter it to the child. But if there is any 
doubt about this method, consult a doc- 
tor beforehand. And there is always the 
chance that a parent may mix medicine 
with a beneficial food only to discover 
that the child begins to associate the food 
with the medicine and later refuses to eat 
something the growing body needs. 

An example of this is the child who 
was once given a sweet pickle to kill the 
taste of castor oil. The child ate the 
pickle then vomited. For years there- 
after every time he saw pickle, the child 
vomited! 

And finally, in administering medicine 
never fail to follow these procedures: 1) 
follow a doctor’s instructions—and if 
the child is (Continued on Page 65) 









Bringing 
Up Baby 


Hints Collected by 


itea bane. Gorter 


(MOTHER OF 5) 


Beginner's choice: Lots of babies take best 
to new foods at the start 
of the meal when they’re 
hungriest. But your little 
individual might be among 
those who prefer the fa- 
miliar foods first ...take 
more happily to something 
new and different after 
the first impatient hunger 
pangs have been satisfied. 





Mrs. Dan Gerber 


Beginner’s meats. It’s an unusual little one 
that doesn’t take to specially-prepared 
meats practically at first taste! Gerber’s 
Strained Meats are’ savory, juicy, smooth- 
textured — deliciously tempting to babies. 
Carefully processed for low fat and fiber 
content, they’re as easy to digest as milk— 
one good reason why they’re often recom- 
mended for even very young babies. Gerber’s 
offer seven choices in all — Strained Beef, 
Lamb, Pork, Veal, Beef Liver, Beef Heart, 
Liver and Bacon. 





First few months bring a surprising variety 
to your baby’s menu. That’s partly to help 
him build good future eating habits—partly 
to make sure he has all the food values he 
needs for this period of rapid growth. Meats, 
for instance, can add minerals and B-vita- 
mins to his diet—as well as that very im- 
portant complete protein for general body- 
building. 


Growing up? Once baby has a few teeth, 
he’s ready for Gerber’s Junior Meats. 
They’re just right for this first step towards 
grown-up foods — with the tender, minced 
texture that young teethers love and find 
easy to manage, too. 


All Gerber’s Meats for babies are made 
from selected cuts of Armour meats. 





Sun fun: Unless your baby’s very new 
indeed, your doctor will probably agree that 
a brief sun bath when the weather’s warm 
enough is a healthy, happy thing. Babies 
seem naturally delighted—maybe ’cause they 
revel in warmth without clothes! 
Precautions: Never, never allow the sun 
to shine directly into baby’s eyes. And start 
with only a minute or two of sunning a day, 
working up ever so gradually to about 15 
minutes. Keep a wary eye for warning signs 
of redness or rash at all times! 
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Fugitive 
From 
Lust 


(Continued from Page 19) 


noisy chickens being fed, the roar of the 
I'd noticed a tub of water 


tractor motor. 

down near the feed bins and during the 
day I slipped down and managed to wash 
some of the dirt and grime off myself. My 


clothes were in rags, but I felt a lot better. 
As the day wore on and the sun baked 


down on the high roof of the barn, ex- 
haustion settled over me again and I bur- 
rowed deep into the hay and fell asleep. 
When I awoke, Bryan was standing over 


me, gazing down with such a peculiar look 
that I jumped to my feet, suddenly afraid. 

Then I saw the warm sincerity in his 
eyes, so different from-the lust and naked 
desire that had burned in Ted’s eyes when- 
ever he looked at me. I smiled and sat 
down 

I guess I need some clothes,” I said 
self-c onsciously. 

He quickly averted his glance. “I'll see 
what I can do about it.” 

On the floor was a plate of food covered 
with a napkin. I motioned for Bryan to sit 
down and then dug into the food. He 
watched silently for a while, then said, 
“They’re looking for you all over Franklin 
County. Dad went into town this morning 
and he said all the farmers around here 
have been asked to keep their eyes open.” 

“Then I'd better get out of here as soon 
sible. You and your family would be 
of hot water if they found me 


as po 
in plenty 
here 

‘You said you’d tell me why you were 
sent to the home,” he said after a moment. 

“I’m afraid to, Bryan. Every time I tell 
it, I just get deeper into trouble. Nobody 
believes me.” 

“T would, Jenny.” 

The quiet firmness of his voice was re- 
assuring. Somehow, I felt I had at last 
found a true friend, one who would not 
only believe me, but would understand. 
Still, I hesitated. What had happened to 
me after I got to Fran’s house sounded too 
unbelievable, too fantastic. 

Yet, more than anything else, I needed 
someone to have faith enough to believe 
me; I wanted this tall, solemn-faced youth 
to be the one. 

So I told him how Id arrived at Fran’s 
house, eager to forget the ugly, terrifying 
experience that had almost turned my rosy 
dreams of romance into chilling night- 


mares 


T* D WAS just a shadowy figure in my 

memory because Fran had only brought 
him to Aunt Em’s once or twice; he was 
nothing like the idealized Prince Charm- 
ing I imagined had ridden off with my 


sister. He was just a plain-looking, mild- 


AA 





mannered man and somewhat of a disap- 
pointment. 

My appearance was just as much a sur- 
prise to Ted, but judging from the way his 
eyes crawled over me, a pleasant one. 

“You're quite a big girl, Jenny,” he 
said, “Yes, indeedy!” He had a warm, 
syrupy voice that gave me goose pimples. 
I smiled faintly and handed him my suit- 
case. Ted had met me at the bus depot and 
I was so thrilled over the trip, it wasn’t 
until later that I realized the peculiar way 
he had questioned me. 

“TI suppose all the little boys back home 
were sorry to see you leave,” he said, his 
hand lingering on my arm as he helped me 
into his car. 

“Boys!” I sniffed. “They act so silly 
sometimes.” 

“Tl bet a swell looker like you gave 
them a hard way to go.” 

I shook my head emphatically. I’d long 
ago made up my mind to save my affection 
for the man of my dreams, sort of a Joe 
Louis-Billy Eckstine-Ralph Bunche lover 
who’d come along and sweep me off my 
feet. 

Ted stared at me incredulously. “Come 
on now, Jenny, didn’t you let them hug you 
and squeeze you just a little?” He had a 
funny habit of licking his lips nervously 
after each sentence or two. I remained 
silent, not quite knowing what to make of 
his strange behavior. As he shifted gears, 
his hand brushed against my thigh, lin- 
gered there. Suddenly, his fingers dug into 
the flesh and I cried out in pain. 

“Boys like to do things like that to girls,” 
he said, “pinch them, tease them. But if 
any of these Columbus boys get fresh with 
yeu, just let me know.” 

I nodded dumbly and moved over as 
close to the door as I could. Seeing Fran 
again was enough to dispel the queer feel- 
ing my brother-in-law’s actions had aroused 
in me. The two of us sat up half the night 
exchanging confidences and reminiscing 
about old times. 

After I’d been there a week, I was so 
sure I was going to like it I asked my sister 
to let me stay. “I’d love to have you, 
Jenny,” was her sincere response, “but— 
well, a change of scenery doesn’t neces- 
sarily solve a problem.” 

“Oh, but I don’t have any problem,” I 
assured her. 

She regarded me closely. 
make up things any more?” 

“Make up things? Of course not! I—” 
Then I stopped. Aunt Em had probably 
written her about what had happened back 
home. I wanted to tell Fran exactly how 
it was, but I held back, afraid she would 
be as unbelieving as all the other adults. 

She put her arms around me and hugged 
me. “When we’re young, make-believe is 
like a game, honey. But after we grow up, 
it can hurt people. Understand? I want 
you to promise me to be a real young lady 
and tell things as they really happen, not 
as you imagine them.” 

“But I always tell the truth, Fran!” I in- 
sisted. 


“You don’t 


“Of course you do. Now go ask Ted if 
it’s all right with him if you stay.” She 
gave me an affectionate pat and shooed me 
out of the kitchen. 

Ted was puttering around in the base- 
ment. He was very civil and business-like 
when I told him what I wanted, except 
that his eyes patted my ripe young figure 
in a way that made my flesh crawl. He 
agreed to the arrangement and asked me 
if I’d decided whether to work or to go back 
to school. He told me he might be able to 
help me get a job, I thanked him and just 
then Fran called down that supper was 
ready. 

I started up the steps and Ted turned 
out the light and followed. Halfway up, I 
felt his hand slither up along my thigh. I 
screamed. Fran rushed to the door. “What 
on earth—!” she yelled down. 

“It was Jenny,” Ted said blandly. “A 
rat must have run across her foot.” 

She laughed in relief. “Girl, you sounded 
like somebody was trying to rape you or 
something!” 

Ted said, “I'll buy some new traps to- 
morrow. Those darn rats are getting too 
bold.” 

His deliberate lie so dumbfounded me 
that all I could do was hang my head and 
meekly take my seat at the table. Or, 
maybe my imagination was working over- 
time—no! My flesh still quivered from his 
obscene touch. I hadn’t imagined it. But 
after Fran’s talk earlier, I knew it would 
be useless to contradict Ted. 

After that, I made it a point never to be 
alone with him. I’d tag along with Fran 
even if she were just going down to the 
corner grocery, and I’d go out walking or 
take in a show on the nights she went to 
church. 

Seeing how I avoided him, Ted would 
always choose a time when Fran was close 
by to fondle me or give me a goodnight 
kiss, making a comment about what a lucky 
fellow he was to have such a nice looking 
sister-in-law, Such displays of affection 
seemed to please my sister and I didn’t 
have the heart to spoil it for her. 

However, I developed such a hatred for 
Ted that the mere sight of his smirking 
face made me sick inside. I felt that un- 
less I told someone I would burst. Out- 
wardly, Ted was a good, steady husband 
who was kind enough to also provide for 
his wife’s kid sister. The neighbors thought 
him to be a model citizen and they often 
told me how lucky I was to be living with 
such nice relatives. 

Then one day, the hottest of the sum- 
mer, I was lounging around the house 
waiting for Fran to come home from a 
shopping trip. Ted was at work so I stayed 
home and tried to keep cool. I had on an 
old pair of shorts and was curled up in an 
arm chair with a magazine and a tall glass 
of lemonade. The heat soon made me 
drowsy and I slept. 

Some sixth sense warned me I was be- 
ing watched. My eyes flew open and there 
was Ted! He was standing over me, his 
eyes glazed and his lips fairly drooling. 
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I smothered a cry and jumped up. He 
touched my arm, then knelt down before 
me, running his hands over my leg. Then 
his lips were against me and nausea welled 
up in me. 

My knee crashed against his chin and he 
fell back. I was screaming and cursing at 
him and he seemed to be coming out of a 
daze. I said I was going to tell Fran and 
dared him to touch me as I passed to go to 
my room. 

“No! Can’t tell Fran...” he mum- 
bled. “She’s sick .. . she’s gonna have 
...» baby.” 

I ran to my room and locked the door, 
and despite Fran’s pleas I didn’t come 
out until the next day. It was a week be- 
fore I got rid of the unclean feeling that 
clung to me. 

I was more careful than ever now and 
my sister sensed that something was wrong. 
I realize now that I should have told her 
everything, made her see that I was telling 
the truth. But instead, I withdrew into my- 
self around the house. 

I started going out to the show with Len, 
a boy down the street, just so I could get 
out of the house more often, Fran thought 
it was wonderful that I was showing an in- 
terest in boys. It seemed to infuriate Ted 
and for that reason I flaunted my dates 
with Len. 

But I didn’t know how much it upset 
him until the night Len brought me home 
from the movies and we sat out on the 
porch necking. I had grown to like Len a 
lot and it was good to be kissed in his 
nice, affectionate way. Finally, we said 
goodnight and I went in to bed. After a 
while I heard my door stealthily pushed 
open and bare feet moving across the floor. 

The next insfant, his hands were around 
my throat and his face was leering into 
mine. “You let him kiss you!” he hissed. 
“He held you in his arms, didn’t he? Don’t 
lie. I heard you, I saw you!” 

I tried to struggle away and part of my 
nightgown ripped off in his fingers. A 
choked moan burst from his lips and my 
fists rained blows on his head. Finally, the 
fear that had stricken me dumb was re- 
placed by a blazing anger and I screamed 
at the top of my lungs. Moments later, 
Fran burst into the room. 

“Good Lord, child! What's the matter?” 

I leaped from the bed and flung myself 
into her arms. 

“She must have been having a night- 
mare,” I heard Ted explaining smoothly. 
“I came in here to wake her up and I 
guess I scared her. I went to shake her and 
she fought so hard she tore her gown.” 

“That’s a lie!” I yelled. Fran grabbed 
me by the shoulders and shook me. “He’s 
lying, Fran!” I insisted. “He tried to— 
tom—” I buried my face in my hands. 
“Oh, it was awful!’ Then, between sobs, 
I told her how Ted had been after me 
since the day of my arrival. 

She stared at me incredulously. “Why 
didn’t you tell me all this before, Jenny?” 

“Because—because of the baby.” 

“What baby?” 


My puzzled glance flew to Ted. One 
look at the twisted smile on his face told 
me how I’d been tricked. My sister looked 
sad. “Honey, you’ve been making up things 
again! If you had a bad dream—” 

“It wasn’t a dream!” I shouted. “I felt 
him—” 

“Hush up!” My sister slapped me 
sharply on the cheek. 

In blind fury I lashed out at Ted. There 
was this push-button knife Fran used as 
a letter opener lying on the table. I 
snatched it up and lunged at Ted. The tiny 
blade gashed his hand, but I was soon over- 
powered by the two of them. 


I PAUSED in my recital and waited for 

Bryan to scoff at the strange tale I’d 
told. But he studied me gravely for a mo- 
ment, then asked, “How did you finally get 
away from your sisters? And what hap- 
pened at the school?” 

“There’s not much more. I waited a 
few minutes until they were off guard, then 
I ran out of the house. I don’t know how 
I expected to go any place with no money 
or anything, but I just wanted to get away.” 
I shrugged. 

“The police picked me up near the bus 
depot. Since they couldn’t decide whether 
I belonged to Fran and Ted or to Aunt Em, 
they sent me to the girls’ school until the 
thing was settled in court.” 

“Didn’t you tell the police what hap- 
pened?” 

“Are you kidding? Sure I told them, but 
with Fran taking Ted’s side, I didn’t stand 
achance. After I got to the home, I learned 
that Aunt Em was sick and couldn’t come 
down to straighten things out until she got 
better. So I ran away from the school.” 

For a long time he didn’t say anything. 
I said, “Well, I guess you’re figuring a 
way to get that $30, hunh?” 

“No!” He reached out and took my 
hand. “I’m trying to figure a way to help 
you, Jenny,” he said softly. 

“Then you believe me?” 

“Why, sure. But that’s not important 
now. We've got to do something pretty 
quick.” 

I smiled at him happily. At last I’d 
found someone who believed me and right 
then, nothing else mattered. He forgot 
what he had been saying and we sat there 
holding hands. He hugged me with his 
eyes, tighter and tighter. It was a caress 
like everything I’d ever read about love, as 
beautiful as a kiss between movie lovers. 

Then I felt something stirring inside me. 
It was sweet and painful; tender and pow- 
erful at the same time. I felt warm and 
cold by turns; my heart pounded like a trip 
hammer. And suddenly all the things I’d 
heard and read about love were meaning- 
less words; the only real thing was the 
way I felt about this young farmer who was 
so different from the men who had lusted 
for me. 

Bryan was not some dream figure such 
as I’d always loved in my romantic fanta- 
sies. He was a real flesh-and-blood person, 
gazing at me with adoring eyes in such a 


way that for the first time I became aware 
of adult emotions, so overwhelming that I 
clutched Bryan’s hand in sudden fear. 

He must have felt the same hesitancy for 
he drew back a little, murmuring, “I'd bet- 
ter go now—Mom'll be looking for me.” 

“Yes, I guess you’d better go,” I said, 
but I didn’t turn loose his hand. 

And then, as if we were puppets on 
strings controlled by some invisible giant, 
we moved toward each other; slowly, as 
if afraid of what would happen when they 
met, our lips approached. His arms en- 
veloped me and his kiss exploded some- 
thing inside me. 

His caresses were so sweet and tender 
compared to Ted’s vile embraces that my 
tingling body arched to meet the touch of 
his hands; my lips hungrily returned his 
kisses and demanded more. We were two 
youngsters poised on the brink of some- 
thing new and wonderful and expressing 
our love for each other as a man and a 
woman... 

It was nearly night. Outside the barn 
there was a confused babble of voices. 
The sounds moved closer until they were 
directly under the hayloft where I huddled 
in a corner. I wondered where Bryan was, 
longed for his strong arm around me to 
soothe away my fright. 

I heard Ted’s voice and my heart sank. 
They’d found me. 

“Come on down, Jenny,” he called up. 
He sounded as if butter wouldn’t melt in 
his mouth and I knew he was putting on 
an act for the others down there with him. 
“T want to take you home. Fran has wor- 
ried herself sick about you.” 

I scarcely breathed for fear they’d hear. 
I'd never come down, I silently vowed. 
Then Bryan spoke up and I didn’t know 
what to think. 

“Better come down, Jenny. They know 
you're here,” he said. 

So he had collected that $30! First he 
had gotten what he wanted and then he’d 
betrayed me. He was no different from all 
the others. All of a sudden, my strength 
drained out of me and I no longer cared 
what happened. Slowly, I walked to the 
ladder and climbed down. 

The tears in my eyes made it hard to 
see them all, but I made out Ted standing 
next to a trooper with a smile on his face 
like the cat that swallowed the canary. 
Bryan looked sort of scared. He was near 
a large, kindly-faced woman I guessed was 
his mother. 

Bryan came over to me. “It was the only 
way, Jenny,” he began. “I told Mom and 
she—” 

My contemptuous eyes brushed past 
him. “Take me out of here, officer,” I said. 
Then, slapping away Ted’s hand on my 
arm, I led the way out of the barn to the 
car parked in the yard. Bryan kept call- 
ing me, but I didn’t look back. Even Ted 
was more honest; at least he had never 
made any bones about what he wanted. 

They took me back to the home and I 
stayed there two days. I was too heartsick 

(Continued on Page 72) 
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Marriage 
(Continued from Page 25) 


offer the key to everlasting youth, observed; 
“There are many differences between youth 
and age, but the state of mind seems to 
be as important. if not more so, than the 


hormones.” 


THE STATE OF Father Divine’s hor. 
mones—active or dormant—would seem 
to have more bearing on the subject than 
his chronological age. New medical records 
were set recently when Rev. James E. Smith 
of Carbondale. IIL. became a father for 
the seventh time at the age of 102. His 
first child was born to his 39-year-old wife 
when the minister was 86, and he fathered 
twins when he was 99 years old. 

If. as has often been said. old age is 
a state of mind, then Father Divine is 
young. Though his head is clean-shaven 
and his appearance quite mature, he does 
not show his years. He seems to get a 
kick out of confusing people about hig age, 
Once. when a reporter tried to pin down 
the usually noncommittal preacher, Divine 
observed, 

“Indeed. when I let people approach me 
on a material basis, I let them guess my 
age. That is why there have been conflict: 
ing reports. If some business comes up 
necessary to indicate my age. I ask them 
how old I look. Some say 35, some say 40. 
Then I say put that down if that’s what you 
think. But I am ageless. Age does not 
pertain to me in any way,” he added. 

The minister chosen to perform the Di- 
vine rites was the Rev. Albert E. Shadd, 
who had met Father Divine in New York 
only a day before. The arrival of the bride 
and bridegroom and seven of Divine’s 22 
secretaries at his Washington, D. C. home 
caught Rev. Shadd somewhat off balance, 
even though Father Divine assured the 
elderly Baptist preacher that he was “pre: 
destined” for the role. 

“IT was bewildered and confused when he 
told me and I asked him if he felt that | 
was qualified to have this honor,” Rev. 
Shadd related. “He said he considered me 
predestined. although others felt that his 
acquaintance, Congressman Powell. should 
have the privilege.” 

Rev. Shadd rose to the occasion, im 
provising a special service to unite the 
couple. He had started reading from the 
regular Missionary Baptist Church manu- 
al, but quickly discarded it for a service 
“more suitable to the occasion.” 

He said: “The ceremony I used was of 
the nature that eliminated any phrases ot 
expressions of words that would deny him 
(Divine) his esteem and reverence of his 
spiritual position and realities to the fol- 
lowers of his church.” 
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After the ceremony, the bridegroom was 
not required to kiss the bride. “That was 
left out, not through the request of Father 
Divine or his followers,” Rev. Shadd ex- 
plained, “but through the knowledge and 
intuition I had spiritually that I should not 
request that of him.” 

Four months later, the marriage was dis- 
closed in Father Divine’s newspaper, The 
New Day, and the “heavens” rejoiced. At 
the main “heaven,” 764 S. Broad St. in 
Philadelphia, the newlyweds presided at 
a banquet table that groaned under the 
weight of huge quantities of food. 

Described by followers as a “small ban- 
quet,” it included four meat courses, chick- 
en, fish, seven vegetables, five kinds of 
bread, hot biscuits, three ice cream flavors 
and two cakes, including the wedding cake. 
“Big banquets” are said to last more than 
five hours with as many as 300 courses 
served. 

To the assembled throng, the proud host 
stated: “I would like to emphasize the fact 
that the marriage of mine, according to 
what Mother (Mother Divine) said before 
her passing several years ago, was 1882. 
It does not look much like it, does it?—to 
see a young fellow like me.” 

Later, the wedding party moved on to the 
Newark, N. J., heaven, where 500 of the 
faithful were unable to squeeze their way 
into the jam-packed former Turkish bath 
house. 

This wide difference between the ages 
of the bride and bridegroom added to the 
furor, as did the fact that Father Divine 
stands barely five feet tall and his bride 
towered several inches over him. Some 
newspapers played up the racial difference, 
causing Mrs. Divine to take a slap at the 
press because of photos.made when the 
marriage was announced. 

“Tt wasn’t necessary to show him so black 
and me so white,” she declared. “The dif- 
ference isn’t that great.” 

In July, 1950, she again chided the press 
for “distortions,” and wrote Time maga- 
zine, “I was indeed pleased and gratified 
to read the brief statement . . . denying the 
lie. . . concerning Father Divine’s and my 
domestic relations. . . . 

“It is only right and justifiable that the 
press, as a servant of the people, should 
print the truth concerning all matters with 
which the public and the nation at large 
are concerned. . . .” 

Father Divine was even harsher with 
critics. He delivered a pronouncement on 
June 19, 1950, that boded evil for all critics. 

“If anyone has ridiculed Mother for 
marrying Me, the curse that came to Miri- 
am and Aaron for mocking Moses marrying 
the Ethiopian woman will come to them; it 
may not be in the same manner, but a 
cursing will go out to those who have tried 
to judge Mother after the pattern of their 
adulterous hearts. 

“Whosoever it is that scorns Mother’s 
virginity and her Holy Marriage to Me, 
and scorns the so-called interracial union 
among Us, they shall pay! 

“Miriam became leprous -because she 
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laughed at Moses for marrying an Ethi- 
opian woman, They thought he had mar- 
ried out of his so-called race and com- 
plexion. But a cursing may not turn a 
critic, who slanders My Marriage as a 
leper—white as snow, but it may turn the 
critic as tar-black as My patent leather 
shoes. 

“You have heard of so many criticizing 
My so-called interracial and international 
Marriage and they have been burned be. 
yond recognition. They got just what they 
thought I was. Retribution is sure and re- 
tribution is assured!” 

On another occasion, Divine told an in- 
terviewer, “I can’t see why we can’t get 
together and do something to change this 
designation of people as belonging to dif- 
ferent races and colors. Much of this is 
done in the daily press to prejudice and 
low-rate the people indicated . . . I believe 
in democracy, Christianity and _brother- 
hood. My religion makes these synony- 
mous.” 

Father Divine went to what many con- 
sidered extreme lengths to stress that he 
was married “in name only.” Pointing out 
that his followers are known for their vir- 
tue, he said: “Even if they are married, 
they do not indulge in human affection, 
lust and passion or any such expression, 
because those things, as hobbies of men, 
they sacrifice for the righteousness of the 
Christ and the Virtue of Mary to be re- 
produced in them.” 

At another time he quoted from a pas- 
sage in Corinthians in the Bible, “But I 
would have you without carefulness. He 
that is unmarried careth for the things 
that belong to the Lord, how he may please 
the Lord: 

“But he that is married careth for the 
things that are of the world, how he may 
please his wife. 

“There is a difference also between a 
wife and a virgin. The unmarried woman 
careth for the things of the Lord, that she 
may be holy both in body and in spirit; but 
she that is married careth for the things of 
the world, how she may please her hus- 
band.” 

Significantly, one of the bride’s first pub- 
lic utterances was made three months after 
the wedding, at the Circle Mission Church 
in Philadelphia and reprinted in the New 
Day. Mrs. Divine declared: “I would like 
publicly to thank Father for his great 
Blessing and Honor of legally marrying 
the Lamb of God! It is something that I 
never dreamed of. 

“Father Dear, because I know you are 
God. 

“T redeclare, as I have vowed and 
solemnly sworn, not to bind you as a 
woman would a natural man, but I free 
you to love and bless whomsoever you 
desire to bless, and when and wheresoever; 
for it is my heart’s desire and pleasure to 
see your kingdom come on earth and to see 
everybody as happy as I am, if not hap- 
pier!” 

A recent magazine article, purporting to 
be an expose of the Divine cult, said of 
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Father Divine’s marriage; “Before his flock 
recovered from the shock, Divine hastened 
to add that she would remain a ‘Sacred 
Virgin.’ All we know is that he made this 
promise in the face of the fact that their 
apartments are furnished with an old 
fashioned double bed! This from the man 
who had denied sex (and backed it up, re- 
portedly, by serving saltpeter in food) to 
his myriad followers.” 


N THE OTHER hand, Divine told a 

press conference at the time of the 
announcement that he would maintain his 
private suite “the same as the other 
brothers do and I do not believe in human 
cohabitation, sex indulgence or anything 
of the sort.” 

He also frankly stated, “I did not marry 
for the usual reasons. My marriage re- 
mains on a spiritual plane. I did not marry 
for self or sex indulgence, neither to propa- 
gate lust and passion. I married to propa- 
gate the holiness of Jesus and the virginity 
of Mary, whereas to give this whole nation 
a new birth of freedom as called for by 
Abraham Lincoln.” 

One possibility that ought not be over- 
looked is Father Divine’s claim of divinity 
and immortality. However fantastic this 
may sound to outsiders, it is a fact that he 
believes it and so, apparently, do thousands 
of his devout followers. If, indeed, Father 
Divine were superhuman, then all things 
would be possible for him—including a 
marriage that is not a marriage by ordinary 
standards. 

With due regard for the belief of the 
faithful, it would appear that Father Divine 
has many qualities one would consider all 
too human. He lives in a luxury which, al- 
though it befits a “god,” is the goal of 
many a mere mortal; he seems to delight 
in ostentatious display, in direct contrast 
with the messiahs of other, earlier religions. 

Neither is he above petty revenge. In 
February, 1953, four automobiles of Father 
Divine’s entourage were hitting it up along 
the New Jersey Turnpike at 70 miles per 
hour, according to Col. Russell A. Snook, 
superintendent of the N. J. State Police. 

The cars were stopped and the drivers 
fined $15 each for speeding. In retaliation, 
Father Divine, who was reported to be a 
passenger in one of the cars, ordered his 
followers to stop using the speedway until 
further notice. 

The notice in his newspaper, The New 
Day, declared; “If I bless anyone or any- 
thing it is blessed! And if I withdraw 
from anyone or anything, it is withdrawn 
from—the success and prosperity; and 
curse and disaster follows them!” 

On the other hand, it is a recorded fact 
that a judge who presided over a case in- 
volving Father Divine some years ago, 
dropped dead three days after rendering a 
verdict. Those who take this as proof of 
Divine’s mystic powers would find no bar- 
rier to accepting him as a kissless bride- 
groom and husband. 

After four years as wife of the contro- 
versial evangelist, Mrs. Divine revealed in 
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an exclusive Ebony article that her lavish 
bedroom is shared by her constant com- 
panion, Miss Peaceful, a young brown- 
skinned member of the Rosebuds. 

Mrs. Divine also revealed that she and 
Father Divine have separate bedrooms and 
that on the rare occasions he visits her 
quarters, there is always a third person 
present. 

“TI can most assuredly say that in these 
past four happy years that I have been 
married,” she wrote, “Father’s virginity 
has been more firmly established in my 
consideration, for I have not seen anything 
about him that reflects that of a man.” 

In the absence of other evidence, one 
must accept the statements of the septua- 
genarian and his young wife, who, her 
father said, is a normal girl, but one who 
“didn’t care to go with boys very much.” 

Can a kissless marriage produce off- 
spring? This is a question that a persist- 
ent young woman reporter put to Father 
Divine quite bluntly seven years ago. “All 
things are possible with God,” she said. 
“Immaculate conception has occurred be- 
fore, according to the Bible. Would you 
be surprised if it would happen again in 
your marriage?” 

But with the agility which has long been 
his hallmark, Divine evaded a direct an- 
swer with, “We are not so much concerned 
here with an immaculate conception as we 
are with most of the people in this world 
being born again, Christ told Nicodemus 
that he must be born again. That is what 
many of us here need. A rebirth.” 

The reporter then pointed out that Father 
Divine’s disapproval of reproduction would 
eventually depopulate the earth. There 
would be no future converts for his move- 
ment when the present crop died out, she 
suggested. 

With “amazing swiftness” he replied, 
“But why must we die? It isn’t necessary 
to die at all. If we live sincerely and im- 
plicitly as Jesus did, we can conquer 
death.” 

When, in 1950, rumors of marital strife 
in “heaven” were reported in the Canadian 
press, Mrs. Divine announced that she and 
Father Divine were “extremely happy, and 
we have not had a cross word in the almost 
four years we have been married.” 

As the wife of the man whose followers 
call “God,” the one-time stenographer from 
across the border now has an extensive 
wardrobe that includes at least one silver- 
blu mink, travels in  chauffeur-driven 
limousines. 

If she does not experience what most 
couples look forward to as the deepest ex- 
pression of marital love, apparently no 
serious problem is presented, for she de- 
scribed her marriage in glowing terms in 
a letter to her parents. “Truly, my dears, 
it is HEAVEN right here on earth,” she 
told them. “It is wonderful, wonderful.” 

Perhaps the most profound explanation 
of this truly kissless marriage was offered 
by Father Divine himself when he observed, 
“After all, you are dealing with Almighty 
God and not a mortal man.” THE END 
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I Was My 
Husband’s 


Mistress 
(Continued from Page 31) 

Mrs. Russ Hamilton, only I didn’t feel like 

it. 





Even now, as I circulated among the 
guests in my huge, lavishly-furnished liv- 
ing room, I became more aware of how 
completely my life, my thoughts—even my 
emotions—were managed by my husband. 
Outwardly, I appeared the happy wife. the 
graciously-smiling hostess. Russ had made 
certain of that before the cocktail party 
had started. But inside, I felt hollow and 
empty. like a lifeless mannequin modeling 
the chic new gown Russ had selected for 
me. 

Loretta Banks, the wife of a prominent 
mortician, stopped me as I passed the love 
seat where she sat with a goodlooking 
young man whose name I couldn’t recall. 

“Oh, Judy, this is a perfectly wonderful 
party!” she gushed. “These hors d’oeuvres 
are delicious.” 

“Thanks. I'll tell Maude you liked them. 
She—she arranged the refreshments.” 

She stammered in embarrassment. “Oh, 
yes—yes, of course. I should have known.” 

I forced a smile and moved on to greet 
other guests. I heard Loretta’s young 
friend whisper, ““Who’s Maude?” 

Loretta giggled. “Shhh! I'll-tell you 
later—” 

I pretended not to hear. But I knew 
only too well what she would tell him. It 
would be all the gossip that had been go- 
ing the rounds long before I married Russ; 
things I had repeatedly told myself were 
nothing but lies, each time less convinc- 
ingly than before. 

It was the story of Russ and Maude 
Blount. the story of the boss and the faith- 
ful Girl Friday he never got around to mar- 
trying. But I didn’t know that story when 
I walked into the Sunset Realty Co. that 
morning, with a job referral slip from the 
employment agency .. . 

“T'd like to see Mr. Hamilton,” I said to 
the girl at the reception desk. 

She stared at me as if I’d just asked for 
a private audience with St. Peter. “I’m 
sorry, but Mr. Hamilton never sees any- 
hody,” she said coldly. 

“But I’ve just got to see him,” I in- 
sisted. I showed her the slip from the job 
agency. 

Just then, a tall young man strode up to 
the reception desk. “What's the difficulty 
here, Miss Miller?” he asked. 

“This young lady was sent here for a 
job.” She showed him the slip. 

He shook his head. “I’m sorry, but—” 
His voice broke off as he looked up and our 
eyes met. A boyish smile spread over his 
handsome face. “Well! I think I'd better 


handle this personally. Show the young 
lady into my office.” 

The girl made a choking sound. “Your 
office?” 

“Please, Miss Miller!” he commanded. 
“We mustn’t keep her waiting.” He turned 
and went into a large office inside the 
railing. Miss Miller shrugged her shoul- 
ders and held open the little gate for me. 

I went into the office where the young 
man was waiting. “Please sit down. Miss 
—” He glanced at the slip. “Miss Craw- 
ford.” He offered me a cigarette, lighted 
it, then sat down at the desk and studied 
me intently. 

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. 
“About the job—” , 

“Oh, you’ve got the job,” he said with a 
wave of his hand. 

“Don’t you want to look at my refer- 
ences?” 

“T can see you've got everything!” He 
balanced his chin in the palm of one hand 
and gazed at me dreamily. My expression 
must have told him I considered this a 
very unusual business interview, for he 
added quickly. “What I mean is. you’ve 
got what we need—in other words—” 

“Are you sure you're Mr. Hamilton?” I 
demanded suspiciously. 

“I’m Mr. Hamilton.” a voice boomed out 
behind me. “What’s going on here?” 

The young man jumped up from the 
desk, a sheepish smile on his face. “I was 
just entertaining the lady until you got 
here,” he explained. slyly winking at me. 
He eased from behind the desk and edged 
toward the door. 

“Horsing around again, hunh? One of 
these days. Bob, you’re going to go too 
far!” The newcomer was a tall. powerful- 
ly-built man, and the grimness of his face 
was relieved only slightly by a cynical 
half-smile. The touch of grey at his tem- 
ples gave him a distinction that went well 
with his tasteful. expensively-tailored suit. 
So this was Russ Hamilton! He was the 
most attractive man I’d ever seen! 

He didn’t waste much time with me. His 
cold, steady eyes appraised me as I ex- 
plained what I wanted. and when I finished 
he nodded shortly and said. “I think you'll 
do, Miss Crawford. Take this to Miss 
Blount and she'll take care of it.” 

I was soon to learn that Miss Blount took 
care of everything for Russ Hamilton—in- 
cluding some things not generally consid- 
ered a secretary’s work, no matter how 
private she is. 

Maude Blount was more than just a sec- 
retary. She was one of those women you 
often find in the business world who seem 
to have dedicated their lives to the boss. 
She was familiar with the details of every 
business enterprise Russ Hamilton had an 
interest in. and he relied on her to keep 
in touch with what was happening in all of 
them. 

She was an efficient-looking woman 
who apparently did nothing at all to make 
herself attractive. She was a stickler for 
detail and few people really liked her. 
But even those who disliked her most, had 


to admit that she was brilliant. With one 
glance, she could add a column of figures 
and spot the least mistake, and her head 
was full of facts and figures that she could 
rattle off at a moment’s notice. 

It was Bob Waring who partially satis- 
fied my curiosity about her. Like Maude. 
Bob worked directly under Russ, and was 
likely to pop up at any one of the stores 
or firms. When I got the job, he was work- 
ing on a special sales campaign for Sun- 
set Realty and he spent more time hanging 
around my desk than he did at his own. 

He was a gay. happy-go-lucky guy with 
loads of charm that helped him get away 
with all sorts of practical jokes, The trick 
he played on me my first day there was 
just a sample of what followed, but even 
Russ rarely got angry with him. 


frROM THE very first day. Bob had in- 

sisted on having lunch with me and since 
he was good company, I really didn’t mind 
all the attention he was paying me. “Tell 
me about Maude.” I suggested one day 
as we sat across the table at lunch. 

He grinned infectiously. “I’d rather talk 
about you.” 

“Please. Bob, I’m serious. 
very devoted to Mr. Hamilton.” 

“Devoted? She worships the guy!” 

“Does he—?” 

Bob dismissed the thought with a wave 
of his hand. “It’s strictly business be- 
tween them. Why, I'll bet old R.H. doesn’t 
know whether she wears skirts or trousers 
to work!” 

“He’s not so old. I think he’s—well. 
distinguished looking.” 

“Yeah, I have to give him credit. The 
women seem to go for him. But he’s not 
your type.” he added quickly. “What you 
need is a guy like me who—” 

But I wasn’t listening any more. De- 
spite Bob’s opinion, I was positive Russ 
Hamilton was exactly my type. 

I didn’t rush back to the office that day 
with my mind made up to snare Russ Ham- 
ilton by hook or crook, but I did make it 
my business to start learning everything 
I could about every phase of the business. 
And I made sure that whenever he came 
around I was where he could see me, even 
though he paid no more attention to me 
personally than he did to the other office 
help or the furniture, for that matter. 

One night when I stayed late to clear 
up some work, Ruby Miller, the recep- 
tionist. paused at my desk on the way out. 
“You and your overtime!” she sniffed. 
“You're just making it hard on the rest of 
us, Judy. And for what? It would take 20 
years for you to replace that human type- 
writer, Maude!” 

I ignored her acid comments; I had more 
important things on my mind. Then, quite 
unexpectedly, Russ entered a local political 
race and our office suddenly became the 
campaign headquarters. As election day 
drew closer, it was necessary to move into 
a bigger office and Russ came in one day 
and told Maude to select a couple of girls 
to put in full time on his election. 


She seems 
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The two girls she chose didn’t seem to 
meet with his approval. He chewed on his 
cigar and gazed around the office. My fin- 
gers stumbled over the keyboard of my 
typewriter as I felt his eyes pass over me, 
then return. “How about her?” he asked. 
“We need somebody presentable, Maude.” 

Maude didn’t appear to be pleased, but 
there was nothing she could do. So for the 
next two weeks, I saw more than ever of 
Russ and was more than ever impressed 
with his powerful personality and force- 
ful manner. Bob was also working on the 
campaign, but spent most of his time out- 
side the headquarters so I didn’t see him 
often. But one day he phoned to ask me 
to join him for lunch. “There’s something 
I want to show you, Judy,” he said. 

“I’m awfully sorry, Bob, but Ill have 
to take a rain check on that. Russ is going 
to start dictating a speech in a few min- 
utes.” I told him. 

“So it’s ‘Russ’ now, is it? You’d better 
watch yourself. In another month you'll be 
just like Maude! I don’t know who else 
will vote for R.H., but he’s got two votes 
in the bag—Maude’s and yours!” 

As it turned out. Russ didn’t get too 
many more than that. Maude and I and a 
couple of Russ’s friends were at his apart- 
ment election night, waiting for the returns. 
Maude mixed drinks and silently served 
them to the men who sat around trying not 
to show their nervousness. Even Russ, who 
ordinarily seemed as emotionless as a 
stone. was a little on edge. 

I felt like an outsider and I could tell 
that Maude resented my being there. The 
night dragged on. and finally, I decided 
I'd better leave. 

Russ stopped me at the door. “Where 
do you think you’re going?” he asked. “You 
worked hard all through the campaign, so 
now you'll stay and help us celebrate.” 

He took my hat and purse and led me 
back into the living room. He told Maude 
to bring me a drink and, if looks could 
kill, ’'d have dropped right there. Russ 
sat down beside me and it seemed to ease 
the tension inside him when he talked. 

“T guess the people who work for me 
think I’m a queer duck, eh, Judy?” he 
laughed. He was usually so solemn that 
I was shocked to see how much younger 
it made him look. “I guess I am, at that,” 
he continued. 

“Actually, ’'m a very lonely man. I 
should have a family with me at a time like 
this, someone to share—well, whatever it 
is, victory or defeat.” 

The way he said it I could tell that he 
hadn’t even considered defeat. But I lis- 
tened intently as he told me about his first 
wife. “Judy, my marriage was such a mis- 
erable failure that it made me leery of all 
women. I can’t stand failure!” he said, 
pounding his fist into the cushion of the 
sofa. 

“Sure, Lola was a beautiful woman, but 
she was selfish and she refused to have 
children. She—” He gave a bitter laugh. 
“Well, she just wasn’t the sort of wife for 
a man who has to move in certain circles.” 


Then the election returns started coming 
in. The phones were ringing and the radio 
blaring, and at last came the result. Russ 
had run a poor third in a four-man race. 
He was stunned. “I lost—I lost,” he kept 
repeating. Finally, he pulled himself to- 
gether and sent Maude home. His friends 
said goodbye and left, and I was there alone 
with him. 

“Don’t go just yet, Judy,” Russ said 
brokenly. “I—I don’t want to be alone.” 

He poured two drinks and handed me a 
glass. “Well, might as well be a good sport 
about it,” he said with a crooked smile. 
“Let’s drink to the best man.” He drained 
his glass, then flung it across the room. 
“He’s not the best man—I am!” he 
shouted. 

Frightened by his outburst, I moved 
away from him. “No, don’t go,” he begged, 
his face a mask of misery. His arms 
reached out and caught me, tightened until 
I could feel his muscles straining. His 
voice was no longer shaking. There was 
a roughness in it, and roughness in the 
demand of his lips as they came down on 
mine. “Judy—Judy!” he moaned. “TI need 
you—now!” 

His kiss left me shaken and frightened 
and filled with a disturbing emotion. “I’m 
in love with him,” I thought, “Ever since 
that first day I’ve been in love with him. 
Bob was wrong—he is my type. He is!” 

But dimly. I wondered whether this was 
the way you should feel in the arms of the 
man you loved—frightened and full of 
vague doubts. 

Then his lips were on mine again, the 
sheer force of his kisses driving away the 
thought of everything except the desire 
to surrender. I tried to fight it. “He needs 
you!” my heart cried out. “Russ Hamil- 
ton, with all his position and money and 
power, needs the comfort of your love.” 

It was overwhelming, the realization that 
I alone could soothe away the sting of de- 
feat for this man who had everything. I 
covered his face with kisses and heard the 
swift intake of his breath. I strained 
against him as he pressed me back against 
the sofa. 

A soft moan escaped my quivering lips 
and I remember, just as my heart seemed 
ready to burst with an almost unbearable 
joy, sinking my teeth into the straining 
cords of his neck... . 

The ringing of the telephone jarred 
through the mist that surrounded me. Rub- 
bing the sleep from my eyes, I lifted the 
phone on the night stand. I had no idea 
what time it was, but daylight was stream- 
ing through the tilted blinds. 

“Hello—let me talk to R.H. I want to 
offer my condolences.” 

“Bob!” 

' “What the—Judy! What are you doing 
there this time of morning?” The surprise 
in his voice changed to contempt. “I get 
it. The poor darling was afraid to go to 
bed alone and—” 

“I hate you!” I cried into the phone, 
then slammed it down to keep from heat- 
ing more. 
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When I saw Bob a few days later, he 
didn’t trouble to conceal the contempt in 
his eyes. I was thoroughly miserable until 
Russ returned from a two-week vacation 
and began taking me out. A short time 
later, we were married. It was like a dream 
come true when the justice of the peace 
married us in that sleepy country town. 

“I’ve got a surprise for you. darling,” 
Russ said as we drove back to the city. 

“Let me guess,” I said gaily. I made a 
few wild guesses, then begged him to tell 
me. 

“Tt’s a house. After all. I couldn’t ask 
my wife to live in that bachelor apartment 
of mine.” 

I clapped my hands. “Think of the fun 
I'll have decorating and furnishing it! 
Let’s see—the kitchen will be—” 

He cut me off. “I guess I should have 
explained, Judy. The place is all furnished, 
ready for us to move in.” 

“But, Russ—!” 

“That’s the way it had to be. I’m having 
a little reception tomorrow night and the 
house had to be ready.” He reached over 
and patted my hand. “Don’t worry. [’m 
sure you'll like it. Maude has excellent 
taste.” 


E WAS RIGHT, only half the fun of 

having a new house is fixing it up. 
And no woman ever could furnish another 
woman’s home and completely satisfy her. 
Those were my thoughts as I waited for 
Russ in the bedroom Maude had arranged 
for us. I felt uncomfortable sitting on the 
bed in my new bridal gown, as if some 
stranger were intruding on our privacy. 

Then Russ came to me, very handsome 
in his dressing gown, his face lighted up 
with a boyish eagerness. I suddenly felt 
shy and a little afraid as he pulled me to 
him. I knew it was silly. Wasn't this what 
I wanted? I felt him lift me and I closed 
my eyes. “Why am I afraid?” I demanded 
of myself. “Do all girls feel like this on 
their wedding night?” 

His cold, hard kisses left me bewildered 
and strangely unmoved. I wanted to hear 
him say he loved me: I wanted tender 
caresses, affectionate phrases. But he was 
demanding, insistent, and plunged into the 
depths of passion with characteristic de- 
liberateness. 

Soon he was asleep and I could hear his 
faint. methodical breathing. I wondered if 
all men burned with the cold. demanding 
flame I had just experienced. There was 
no warmth, no gentleness in Russ Hamil- 
ton. But he’s your husband, I reminded 
myself. You’re Mrs. Russ Hamilton 
how... . 

“Charming party, Mrs. Hamilton.” 

It was Bob, slightly sarcastic, but with 
a vacant grin on his face. In each hand 
was a Martini glass. “I’d offer you a 
drink,” he said, “but my hands are full.” 
He sipped from first one glass, then the 
other, 

“Whatever you're trying to prove, it’s 
not worth the hangover you're going to 
have tomorrow,” I scolded. 


He winked solemnly. “Helps deaden the 
pain, Judy. Can't stand affairs like this 
without liquor.” He held out a glass. “You 
oughta try it, Mrs. Hamilton.” 

I shook my head. “No thanks. 
doesn’t like—” 

“What R.H. likes or doesn’t like means 
nothing to me.” he cut in. “I’m going te 
be a man again—I’m quitting the Hamil- 
ton organization cold!” 

I could see he wasn’t drunk, but the 
drinks were an excuse for him to say things 
that evidently had been on his mind for a 
long time. I said. “Maybe I will have that 
drink.” 

Bob handed me a glass and. as if by 
common consent. we walked into the 
kitchen. He pulled up a couple of high 
stools and we perched there while the 
sound of laughter and gay chatter drifted 
in faintly from the other rooms. 

Finally. Bob said. “Well. this is it, Judy. 
I’m leaving tonight.” 

“But why?” I asked. “Russ has always 
treated you right. and he needs you, Bob.” 

He snorted. “R.H. doesn’t need any- 
thing or anybody—except Maude.” 

“That’s not true!” I said defensively. 

“Still trying to kid yourself, hunh? I 
well. I thought maybe your eyes 


Russ 


hoped 
had been opened this past year.” 

“My eyes opened?” 

“Yeah. to why old R.H. married you.” 

“What are you driving at?” I demanded. 
“Russ married me because he loves me. and 
I love him. Only you’re such a poor loser, 
it hurts you to see me as someone else’s 
wife!” 

He gave a short. ugly laugh. “Wife? 
Baby, there’s another name for what you 
are, and it ain’t a pretty one!” 

My hand flew out and caught him flush 
on the cheek. He lost his balance, but 
landed on his feet as the stool crashed to 
the floor. I pressed my fingers to my lips, 
turned and fled. 

I was crying because, with uncanny ac- 
curacy Bob had voiced the secret thoughts 
I'd been trying to deny ever since my wed- 
ding night. The reception on the following 
night had confirmed my fears. A hard knot 
of resentment rose in my throat as I re- 
called that there were three of us in the 
receiving line—Russ, me, and Maude. ... 

“That’s the way it has to be. Judy.” 
Russ said. dismissing my _ objections. 
“There'll be a lot of important people 
coming tonight and since Maude knows 
them, she can tell you how to handle each 
one.” 

“A scorecard would be much simpler,” 
I said lightly, fidgeting under the final in- 
spection of the dressmaker. 

Russ turned away from the mirror where 
he was tying his tie. “This is a serious 
matter,” he said sternly. “You’re Mrs. 
Russ Hamilton now and there are certain 
things you'll have to do that ordinary 
women are not expected to.” 

“Yes, Russ,” I said meekly. 

He eyed my gown critically: “Do some- 
thing about that neckline,” he said to the 
dressmaker. 
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Later, we stood in the foyer of our new 
house and Maude was at my elbow, 
whispering the names and the important 
facts about the arriving guests. It was the 
first time I’d ever seen Maude really 
dressed up and a twinge of jealousy kept 
nagging me. 

It’s hard to tell which one of us is the 
secretary and which one is the wife, I 
ruefully told myself. That night, I was on 


display like a newly-acquired specimen in 


a collector’s showcase. while Russ beamed 
with pride like an artist who’s just created 
a masterpiece. 

After it was all over, he congratulated me 
on my performance much as you would a 
child who has been on his best behavior 
for the benefit of visitors. Meeting all those 
important people and trying to keep in 


mind their names and the proper things 
to say to them, had left me tired and very 
tight inside. 

More than on even our wedding night 
I wanted to be cradled in affection; longed 
to feel needed and wanted; yearned to be a 
wife in every sense of the word. But Russ 
had an early morning business appoint- 
ment, so after a perfunctory goodnight kiss. 
he turned his back and promptly went to 
sleep 

And as | lay there in the darkness beside 
him, my body crying out for release from 


frustrating half-aroused desire that burned 
in me, it gradually dawned on me—Russ 
was deliberately molding me into his idea 


of a wite, 
ideal he had. I was to be what he wanted 
me to be, not be myself... . 

As time passed, life became more and 
more unbearable. Russ was busy with his 
work, leaving me to fill my empty days and 
lonely nights as best I could. But because 
[ was Mrs. Russ Hamilton, there were many 
things I couldn’t do, places I dare not go. 
And when Russ and I did spend an evening 
together, it was usually in the company of 
some business associate. 

‘Wear a simple black dress tonight,” 


Russ would instruct me. “And leave off that 
new bracelet I gave you. The Jordans are 
on the conservative side”; or “You'll have 
to pinch-hit for me at the Civic Improve- 
ment meeting this afternoon, Judy. They’ll 
expect you to make a little speech, so 
here’s what you'll say—”; and again, “Call 
it snobbery if you want to, but that Miller 
girl at the office just isn’t the type of friend 
[ want you to have. Don’t forget, you’re 
Mrs. Russ Hamilton!” 

And that’s the way it went. Never for 


1 moment was I allowed to forget my “po- 
sition,” and as a result I had no friends of 
my own choosing and none of the affection 
due me as a wife. On those occasions when 
Russ relaxed from his busy schedule, we’d 
have a drink together and then he’d make 
love with the same driving energy and 
ical expertness he applied to closing 


a business deal, 

Then, there was Maude. I think that if 
Russ had been having an affair with her, 
[ could have forgiven him. I knew that the 


ips were positive she was his. mistress, 


trying to pattern me after some 


but the actual situation was, to me, more 
unforgivable than that. He used her, just 
as he used everyone else. Being in love 
with him, Maude worked her fingers to the 
bone with scarcely a word of appreciation 
from Russ. 

Yet, in some ways she had it better than 
I. She saw him practically every day and 
invariably went along on business trips 
with him. At least he discussed things with 
her, treated her as a person and not just 
a pretty fixture. I shared none of the 
normal experiences a wife shares with her 
husband. 

But there was one thing I clung to with 
all the desperateness of a swimmer being 
engulfed by a mountainous wave—Russ 
needed me. Deep down underneath his bold 
manner and confident exterior, he needed 
something that I alone could give him. The 
memory of that first night in his apartment 
assured me of that. 

Even now, as I dried my tears and re- 
touched my smeared makeup, that knowl- 
edge sustained me. In the other room with 
my polite and charming guests, Bob was 
saying his goodbyes. He wanted to take 
me with him. I knew it from the adoring 
look in his eyes, even while he was taunt- 
ing me. 

His wordless question burned in my 
brain— “Will you come with me? I can’t 
give you all the things Russ Hamilton can 
afford, but I can love you as a woman, not 
a piece of property.” 

But as I patted my curls into place, the 
sparkle of the diamonds in my wedding 
band caught my eye. No. I was Russ’ wife, 
and he needed me. I sighed and opened 
the bedroom door. As I passed down the 
hallway, voices from Russ’ den drifted out 
from the half-open door. Without meaning 
to, I paused to listen. Maude was in there 
with Russ, and some man. I recognized 
the voice of Joe Beal, one of the local 
political bosses. 

“Mr. Hamilton has made up his mind, 
Joe. He’s in politics to stay,” Maude was 
saying. 

HEARD Mr. Beal grunt and say, “It’s 

a rough business and pretty dirty at 
times, Russ. But I guess you know your 
own mind.” 

“T know what 7 want, Beal. The ques- 
tion is—will the organization support me 
in next year’s election?” Russ demanded. 

“That’s hard to say,” was the answer. 
“Don’t forget you’ve made a lot of enemies 
in this town, Russ. Had to, to get where 
you are.” 

“Look, I’m not asking for financial sup- 
port. All I want is the endorsement of the 
party. I learned a lot from that last elec- 
tion, even though I lost.” 


“Yeah, you might have won it if you’d 
been married at the time. The voters go 
for a family man,” Mr. Beal observed. 

“Hell, nobody told me until it was too 
late.” Russ growled. 

“But you made up for it,” the politician 
chuckled. “Mrs. Hamilton should draw a 
lot of votes.” 

“Look, we'll even have a baby if it'll 
help—” 

Russ’ voice droned on, but I stumbled 
on down the hall into the living room. 
Dazedly, I stared around. I didn’t see Bob 
and sudden panic constricted my throat. 
I had to find him; I had to tell him. What 
a laugh! Probably the first time in history 
a wife’s pregnancy would help decide a 
candidate’s election. 

Bob had asked if I knew why Russ had 
married me. now I knew; not because he 
loved me or needed me, but to become an 
acceptable candidate. And now he was 
discussing with two other people whether 
or not I would have a baby. A hysterical 
laugh escaped my lips as I wondered 
whether Russ would turn to Maude and 
say. “Make a note—my wife is to have a 
baby. Starting the 20th of this month—” 

Loretta Banks, her young escort dangling 
from her arm, came up to me and said: 
“Bob Waring was looking for you a mo- 
ment ago.” Her eyebrows arched knowing- 
ly. “It seemed awfully important.” 

I brushed past her and went into the 
foyer. Bob was there, shrugging into his 
topcoat. 

“Bob!” 

He turned and his arms were opened to 
receive me. His kisses halted the broken 
phrases I babbled and the touch of his lips 
on mine seemed to quiet all the suppressed 
emotion that was walled up in my heart. 
A beautiful calm settled over me at his 
tender caress. 

Bob held me away from him. “Remem- 
ber I said once I had something for you?” 
he smiled. “‘T’ve still got it.” He dug into 
a pocket and pulled out a small ring box 
and snapped open the cover. 

I laid my hand on his and shook my head 
uncertainly. “I don’t know, Bob—I’m so 
mixed up. There’s so much I’ve got to get 
off my chest first. All I know now is that 
I’m leaving.” 

“You're leaving Russ?” Loretta shrieked 
in astonishment. I don’t know how long 
she’d been standing there, but it didn’t 
matter. “Aren’t you even going to say 
goodbye?” she asked, as Bob got my coat 
from the closet and slipped it around my 
shoulders. 

“He won’t even miss us,” I said, and Bob 
and I walked out the door without even 
bothering to close it. THE END 
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My 
Wife’s 
Secret 


Lover 
(Continued from Page 27) . 

“Turn on that machine!” I commanded 
harshly. 

He shrugged his thick shoulders and 
flipped on a switch. There was a scratch- 
ing. humming noise as the reel began to 
unwind, then the noises began to separate 
into familiar sounds—the ticking of a 
clock. footsteps that sounded far away, 
then the urgent ringing of the doorbell. 

“Just a minute, I’m coming .. .” 1-r-T- 
ring! “All right! Hold your horses .. .” 
Footsteps fading away... . 

Hazel’s voice! It had a blurred. metallic 
sound. but I could swear in any court that 
it was her voice. It sounded a little irri- 
tated. but even when she was angry. I re- 
called, her voice still had a pleasant. sing- 
ing tone. I hadn’t seen or talked to her in 
several days, and suddenly hearing her in 
that quiet back room brought a flood of 
memories. It was almost two years ago 
when I first saw Hazel... . 

My restaurant was considered one of the 
best in town, and I had worked for years 
to make it so. My wife. Minna, and I had 
moved to Indianapolis with plenty of am- 
bition to make good but very little money 
to work with. But I did know how to bar- 
becue ribs and I’d developed a special 
sauce that made them a real delicacy. 
Starting out in a little two-by-four shack, 
we soon grew into one of the best eating 
places in Naptown. 

At first, Minna worked along side me, 
helping to build the business. But as we 
began to make money and moved up into 
the top society circles, she spent more and 
more time with civic affairs and her wom- 
en’s clubs. I can’t say that I minded too 
much not seeing her as often as in the 
past. 

Our marriage had reached the twin bed 
stage. I was 45 and Minna was just a 
couple of years younger. She had been a 
jovial, attractive woman when we first mar- 
tied. and although she had a tendency to 
stoutness, the years had been kind to her. 
But our relationship had never been the 
starry-eyed, romantic kind they write books 
about. 

As a matter of fact. after years of un- 
eventful, unexciting marriage to Minna, I 
began to doubt whether there was such a 
thing as a torrid love affair that could 
make everything else in the world seem 
worthless in comparison. But that was be- 
fore I met Hazel. 

It happened on the night Minna’s club 
gave a big dance. As it was a Saturday 
night, I had to stay at the restaurant to 
help take care of the week-end trade. So 
Minna had taken the car—the Cadillac I'd 
given her on her last birthday—and I was 





to meet her at the ballroom as soon as I 
could get away. 

But nothing went right that night. The 
evening rush was terrific and it was after 
midnight before I could leave. When I got 
outside, it was raining cats and dogs and 
finding a cab took so long that when I 
finally flagged down an empty one I was 
soaked to the skin. 

So when I got to the dance and learned 
from one of Minna’s friends that she had 
left early. I was plenty salty. I’d let the 
cab go. figuring on driving home with my 
wife, but there I was stranded. I stood in 
the empty lobby of the hall watching 
through the door for a passing cab. Up- 
stairs. the music and laughter were still 
going strong. but I was in no mood to en- 
joy them. 

I was tired and wet and hungry; all I 
wanted was to get home and relax in my 
robe and slippers. If Minna wasn’t home 
yet—well. it wouldn’t be the first evening 
alone I’d spent in the past few months. 

Through the downpaur, I saw the “va- 
cant” sign of an approaching cab, so I ran 
outside and started waving frantically. The 
cab swung over to the curb and stopped. 
I grabbed the handle and pulled open the 
door, but just as I was about to climb in, 
a slight figure dashed past me and jumped 
into the seat. 

“Thank you so much.” I heard a wom- 
an’s voice say. and I felt the door closing. 

That was the last straw. “Hey!” I yelled, 
“This is my cab!” 

The woman said. “But I thought you 
were hailing it for me. I’ve been waiting 
for—” 

The cab driver turned around and yelled 
at both of us. “Make up your minds,” he 
growled. “I can’t stand here all night.” 

“T want this cab.” I said. 

“But she’s got it!” he shot back. “Might 
as well hop in. mister. and I'll take both 
of you.” 

I hesitated a moment. standing there 
with the rain dripping off me and feeling 
alternately foolish and indignant. Finally, 
the woman said. “Come on. The driver is 
right. You wouldn’t put me out on a night 
like this?” she asked plaintively. 


CURSED under my breath and got in 

beside her. The whole evening had been 
a flop and now all I wanted was to get a 
little peace and quiet. I wasn’t as young 
as I used to be. I reminded myself. 

But as the strange ride continued, I 
realized that I was still young enough to 
appreciate the charms of my companion. 
The exotic scent of her perfume filled the 
cab and the glimpses of her face I caught 
as the street lights flashed past made me 
forget the weariness that had settled in my 
bones. 

She took a cigarette out of her purse and 
I quickly thumbed my lighter into action. 
The flame flickered across her face. high- 
lighting the soft curve of her cheeks and 
emphasizing her dark, luminous eyes. She 
gave me a friendly smile and murmured 
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“thanks,” then settled back into her corner 
of the seat. 

[ wracked my brain for something to 
say, but all I could think of was some 
trite observation about the nasty weather. 
So I held my tongue; that wasn’t exactly 
the kind of conversation the situation called 
for. Alone in a taxi with a beautiful young 
woman—well, it had never happened to me 
before and I didn’t even know how to begin 
to bridge the gap between us. 

I stole a glance at her and saw that she 
was paying no particular attention to me. 
Why should she? We were two strangers 


who just happened to be thrown together 
for a brief time and after the ride was over 
we'd never see each other again. 


[he only time she spoke was to give the 


driver her address. It was in a part of 
town where I’d once lived. but it had 
changed a lot in the meantime. All the 
old shacks were gone and a large housing 
project had been built over several square 


blocks 
lhe cab pulled up in front of one of the 
units and when the door opened and the 


dome light went on, I saw that my lovely 
fellow passenger had a load of packages 
on the floor. She gathered them up and as 
she stepped out, I got a tantalizing glimpse 


well-fleshed, nylon-clad leg. The 
cab driver. half turned around in his seat, 
saw it too and we both let our eyes follow 
the shapely figure as it dashed across the 
sidewalk to the door. 

She turned and waved and I heard her 
say “Thanks a million,” as the cab pulled 
away. “I thought you were makin’ some 
time back there, buddy,” the driver 
chuckled, “but she didn’t even invite you 
in 

“Why should she?” I snapped, irritated 
because that was exactly what I was wish- 


ing had happened. 
When the cab pulled up in front of my 
house, midway in a block of newly-con- 


structed modern homes, I saw all the lights 
were out and the car wasn’t in the drive- 


way. Minna hadn’t come home yet. 

Then I noticed the package laying on 
the seat next to me and I realized immedi- 
ately that the girl had evidently forgotten 
it. Or had she left it on purpose? Drop- 
the-handkerchief with a new twist. The 
thought filled me with a pulse-racing ex- 
citement. 


Then I rejected the idea. She wasn’t 
that type. There had been plenty of oppor- 
tunity in the cab to pick me up if that was 
what she had wanted. No, I decided, she 
had just overlooked the package and was 
n probably wondering how to get it 
back 

[he driver had already pulled the flag 
on his meter when I told him to drive on. 

Where to, buddy?” 

[ hesitated. “Where you let the young 
lady out.” 

He whistled softly. “I guess you made 
some time, after all,” he said admiringly. 

But that’s the first time I ever saw it done 
slick!" You didn’t even talk to the 
chick!” 
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I didn’t say anything to change his im- 
pression of a budding romance between 
me and the girl. To tell the truth, I got 
a bang out of it. 

When we got to the project, I paid the 
driver and headed for the door. “Wrong 
one, buddy!” I heard the driver yell and 
I jerked my hand away from the door. I 
went to the next door, feeling so ridiculous 
that I waited until the cab drove away. 
Then I knocked. 

A few moments later, the door opened 
and she stood there, silhouetted in the door- 
way. She seemed surprised to see me. Then 
a quizzical smile touched her lips, as if she 
had guessed my errand. “Yes?” 

She was so much more beautiful than she 
had appeared in the dimness of the cab 
that I could only stand there gaping. “You 
—you left this in the cab, Miss,” I stam- 
mered, and held out the package. 

“Oh, you found my doggy!” she ex- 
claimed. She took the package and went 
inside, leaving me standing in the door. 
Seeing that I hadn’t followed, she said, 
“Come in, won’t you?” 

“T don’t want to disturb you—” 

“Not at all. Oh, you don’t know how 
grateful I am! I thought I'd lost my 
doggy.” 

“Your—doggy?” 

She nodded her head, making the curls 
dance along the nape of her neck, “Can 
I get you a drink or something, Mr.—” 
She laughed gaily. “Please forgive me. I’m 
so excited. My name is Hazel Bush.” 

“I’m Ed Morse.” I told her. 

She went into the kitchen and came back 
with a bottle and two glasses. “This is all 
I can offer you. Mr. Morse.” she apolo- 
gized. holding up the nearly empty bottle 
of bourbon. 

“Please, don’t go to any trouble.” I 
said. 

“This is the least I can do after your 
kindness,” she insisted. “You see, there’s 
no time to get another one.” 

I watched her fix the drinks, marveling 
at the vitality and grace in the movements 
of her seductively-formed figure. The 
apartment was modestly furnished, but 
neat as a pin and it struck me that my 
new friend was a more gracious hostess 
than most other women I’d seen in more 
imposing surroundings. 

“Tell me about this doggy.” I said when 
she brought me my drink. 

“Oh, yes. I guess I must have sounded 
rather silly.” she laughed. She sat down 
and opened the package. It was a furry 
little toy dog. “You see, tomorrow is Tom- 
my’s birthday. and he had his heart set on 
getting one of these.” 

“T see.” I sipped my drink, trying to 
tear my eyes away from the breath-taking 
view of her shapely legs. “And who is 
Tommy?” 

“My little boy.” 

“Oh.” 

I tried to keep the keen disappointment 
out of my voice, but she noticed, for she 
glanced up quickly. “Are you surprised? 
He’s five years old.” 


“Well, I—you must have married very 
young,” I observed. 

“T was 16,” she told me, “and thought 
I was quite grown-up.” A shadow flickered 
across her face. “I didn’t find out how 
wrong I was until it was too late.” 

Suddenly I felt old and tired again. I 
had no business in the apartment of a 
strange married woman, I told myself. 
Especially one as young and desirable as 
Hazel. I just wasn’t cut out to play the 
role of a middle-aged Romeo. I stood up. 
“T think I’d better be going now, Mrs. 
Bush, Thanks for—” A violent sneeze tore 
the rest of the words from my lips. 

“You’re catching a cold,” Hazel said, 
frowning slightly. “No wonder! Look— 
your shoes are soaking wet!” 

There was a damp spot on the rug under 
my feet. “I know it’s time for me to ge 
now! I’ve messed up your rug.” 

“Forget about that. We’ve got to do 
something about you. Take off those 
shoes.” she ordered. 

I sat down meekly and slipped off my 
soggy shoes. “The socks too,” she said. 

I let her take them from me and put 
them near the radiator. But when she 
brought me a pair of old slippers. I saw 
how ridiculous the whole situation was. 
“Look, Mrs. Bush. I don’t feel right about 
this. Suppose your— well, I wouldn’t want 
Mr. Bush to walk in and find me lounging 
around in his slippers.” 

She gave a bitter laugh. “Joe Bush went 
for a walk three years ago. He’s not likely 
to pick tonight to come back for his slip- 
pers.” 

Somehow. I was glad there was no Mr. 
Bush in the picture. I realized, of course, 
that a woman left with a kid on her hands 
can have a mighty rough time of it, but 
Hazel seemed to be holding her own. At 
least she hadn’t let herself be beaten down 
and she had a sense of humor that must 
have carried her through many a dark day. 


AZEL BREWED me a dose of steam- 

ing hot lemon tea and laced it with 
whiskey. “This’ll kill any germ invented,” 
she laughed. “My grandmother used to 
make it all the time.” 

So I sat there. sipping the homemade 
cold cure and listening to Hazel. It was 
relaxing, and before I knew it, one o’clock 
had come and gone. My things were dry 
then, and reluctantly, I got ready to go. 

“Maybe you’d like to come to the party 
tomorrow.” she suggested when I said 
goodbye. “There'll be just Tommy and 
me, but we’d love to have you.” 

I told her I’'d make it if I could. but 
actually there was no doubt in my mind; 
I knew Id be there. 

It wasn’t long before I was a regular 
visitor at the little apartment in the hous- 
ing project. Sometimes I’d stop in to leave 
some candy or a toy for Tommy, a cute 
youngster who liked me on sight; other 
times I'd go by there after closing the 
restaurant and spend an hour or two en- 
joying Hazel’s company. 
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That’s all there was to it. If I’d been 
cheating on my wife or tryifg to make a 
play for Hazel, I would never have been 
so open about my visits. As it was, I 
parked my car in front of her door and 
didn’t resort to the ducking and dodging 
I would have if my conscience had not 
been clear. 

The truth was, I liked being around 
Hazel. Since meeting her, I’d felt younger 
and more alive that I had in years. It 
seemed as though some of her youth and 
vitality rubbed off on me whenever I saw 
her. I honestly never considered Hazel as 
other than a friend until the afternoon I 
dropped by and found her ill in bed. 

Tommy was visiting his grandmother, 
she told me. “I hope you don’t mind if I 
hop back into bed,” she said. “I’m still a 
little weak.” 

“I hope it’s nothing serious, Hazel,” I 
said. a little worried. 

She adjusted the folds of the bed jacket 
around her shoulders and it seemed to me 
that she had never looked lovelier. With- 
out makeup and with her long hair hanging 
down to her shoulders, she looked like a 
little girl who needed to be cuddled and 
protected. 

“T’'ll be all right by tomorrow, Ed,” she 
said with a bright smile. “Having you for 
company is just the tonic I needed.” 

“Then you like me a little?” 

She took my hand and pressed it. “More 
than a little.” she said softly. “You’ve been 
wonderful to Tommy and me.” 

The touch of her had set my heart racing 
and I could no longer pretend to myself 
that I had only a fatherly interest in her. 
It was deeper and stronger than that. I 
had fallen in love with her. 

New and exciting emotions stirred with- 
in me and it was the first time that every 
fibre of my body yearned to possess a 
woman with such a consuming fire. My 
eager hand slid up along her bare arm. 
She stirred at my caress. My throat con- 
stricted and a gnawing hunger gripped my 
inner being. Her head fell back, resting 
on my arm and she let her eyes droop 
closed. 

But I sensed the same excitment racing 
through her that pounded through my 
veins. Her lips, moist and slightly parted, 
moved wordlessly. Then I heard her mur- 
mur my name in a low, husky whisper. 
Her voice was filled with an urgency that 
gave me a courage and boldness I never 
knew I had. 

My arms tightened around her slim waist 
and the outline of her under the sheet sent 
my imagination on wild flights of fancy. 
The softness of her yielded to my fierce em- 
brace and her eager lips returned kiss for 
kiss. She trembled under my hands and a 
sudden power surged up inside me. I felt 
young and alive—and for the first time, 
really loved. 

Minna had known about Hazel for a 
long time, I discovered to my surprise. 
People had seen us out together and my 
car had been spotted outside her apart- 
ment. My wife took it with amazing calm; 
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in fact, I think she was glad to get rid of 
me. I told her honestly how I felt about 
Hazel and asked her for my freedom. 

“Sure, you can have your freedom,” she 
said coldly, “but, believe me, you’re going 
to pay for it! When I get through with 
you, Ed Morse, that young snip of a girl 
will be all you have!” She laughed short- 
ly. “I’m willing to bet that she’ll get rid 
of you the minute she knows you'll be 
broke.” 

Minna turned out to be only half right; 
but that was more than enough. Hazel 
didn’t drop me; we were married the same 
day the divorce became final. But I was 
broke, just as Minna had warned. She 
wound up with the place of business, the 
house and the car. 

All I had was a little cash and the recipe 
for making barbecue that I had started 
out with years ago. I opened a barbecue 
shack and started out to build a thriving 
business for the second time in my life. It 
was nothing like the restaurant I’d had 
to sign over to my ex-wife. It was only a 
small place on a side street and Hazel and 
I cooked, waited table and did the porter 
work. 

But we were happy. ae had come to 
regard me almost as his real father and 
Hazel’s love had transformed me into a new 
man. I felt confidence in myself, and, 
despite my age. I was as ardent and loving 
as a young bridegroom. I hadn’t dreamed 
that life could be so sweet. 

Of course, we didn’t have smooth sailing 
all the way. People gossiped about our 
May-December marriage. my friends called 
me an old fool and eventually dropped 
me. But as long as I was sure of Hazel’s 
love, nothing else mattered. 

Then, a few months ago, doubt and dis- 
trust began to creep into our happy rela- 
tionship. At first, I tried to close my eyes 
and ears to little things that kept cropping 
up. But it wasn’t long before they had 
their effect. I had always taken pride in 
the way men turned to give my lovely 
young wife a second look, but the way 
some of my customers stared at her made 
me angry—and scared. 

I found it harder and harder to overlook 
the sly remarks and broad hints they tossed 
her way. Anger gave way to fear; suppose 
Hazel began to listen? Suppose a younger 
man came along? 

One afternoon, I was in the kitchen and 
saw Hazel up front laughing and talking 
with a fellow who had suddenly become a 
steady customer. I went to the door and 
called her. I only intended to suggest that 
she look after the other customers, but it 
seemed that she took her time about break- 
ing off the conversation and when she did 
finally come in the back, she deliberately 
rolled her hips for the benefit of the man 
she’d been talking with. By the time she 
came through the swinging door, I was 
boiling mad, 

“You're going to make me slap a cover 
charge on this place,” I said sarcastically. 

She looked puzzled. “Why is that, Ed?” 

“Well, I might as well get something out 


of it if you’re going to give the customers 
a floor show!” 

She stared at me. It was the first time 
I'd ever spoken to her so sharply. “And 
another thing,” I went on, eyeing the deep 
V of her neckline, “from now on, you'd 
better wear some decent clothes around 
here. I’m tired of you giving the customers 
an eyeful every time you bend over to serve 
them.” 

Well, one word led to another, accusa- 
tions and denials, curses and tears, and our 
first quarrel had started. Afterwards. | 
was miserable. I knew I was in the wrong, 
but something kept me from going to Haze] 
and begging her forgiveness. 

She went around with a hurt look, speak- 
ing only when necessary, but each time I 
started to take her in my arms to kiss away 
the furrows in her brow, an ugly thought 
would cross my mind, or I’d remember 
some small incident and build it up into 
something mean and evil. 


H AZEL DID not try to explain away the 

suspicions that tortured me and her 
silence merely created more doubts. [| 
turned into a fear-ridden, nagging old man, 
haunted by the fact that my attractive wife 
was so much younger than I. 

My every word to her was a direct or 
thinly-veiled accusation and, Heaven help 
me, I even directed my spite at little Tom- 
my. He was proof that she had loved an- 
other before me, and it was logical to 
assume that there would be others after 
me. 

Finally, I moved out. Hazel did not try 
to stop me. I halfway expected her to 
come running after me, begging me to 
come back, but I was disappointed. To me 
this meant only one thing—she had found 
someone else. I nearly went crazy trying 
to find out who it was. She had gone back 
to her old job and Id trail her to and 
from work. I neglected the barbecue shack 
to sit outside her apartment for hours to 
see who went in and came out. 

At last, I went to a private detective 
agency and Garnett assured me he would 
get positive evidence of anything that went 
on behind closed doors in my wife’s place. 

“T’ll cost you plenty, Mr. Morse,” he 
told me, “and it may get pretty messy. So 
I advise you to think it over before you 
take this step.” 

“I told you what I want,” I snapped. 
“Can you deliver?” 

He nodded grimly. “Ill assign a man 
to the case immediately. Do you still have 
a key to the apartment? Good. We'll put 
a bug in her bedroom and tape everything 
that happens there.” 

I nearly lost my resolve when he ex- 
plained how he would hide a microphone 
in the bedroom and run the wires to a tape 
recording machine on the roof. It was 
worse than ordinary spying or eavesdrop- 
ping; it was downright indecent. But I 
had alre -ady gone too far to shrink from 
such an invasion of my wife’s privacy. I 
had to know who was taking my place. 

Now, Garnett was playing back the re- 
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cording he had obtained. At the sound of 
the doorbell and Hazel’s voice, Garnett 
muttered an oath and headed for the lunch- 
room. 

“Where are you going?” I demanded. 

“To get some fresh air! Call me when 
you've had enough.” 

Then I was alone in the cluttered back 
room where I’d been living for the past 
three weeks, alone with the machine that 
would soon tell me the worst. For about 
ten minutes I listened to the faint sounds 
of voices and the radio drifting into the 
bedroom from the living room. I was posi- 
tive that Hazel’s visitor was a man. 

Footsteps sounded again and I heard the 
door shut. My stomach twisted into knots 
as | heard Hazel preparing for bed and 
visualized her moving around the room— 
the sound of zippers, the rustle of material, 
the creak of the bed. My palms were hot 
and sweaty as I clenched my fists, remem- 
bering the vision of loveliness she was in 
her sheer gown. 

Then there were no more sounds, just 
an empty silence. What was going to hap- 
pen? Had her visitor gone, or was he wait- 
ing to join her? All sorts of fantasies 
flooded through my feverish brain. The 
pain was almost unbearable. 

Iheard the door open and soft footsteps 
approaching. 

“Is that you, darling?” 
ask. 

I held my breath. My ears strained to 
catch the voice of the visitor to her bed- 
side. An agonized gasp, half surprise and 
half relief, escaped me as I recognized 
Tommy’s querulous voice. He was fright- 
ened of the dark, he told his mother. 

“That’s because you didn’t say your 
prayers, young man,” she scolded gently. 

“IT guess I forgot,” he admitted quite 
cheerfully. 


I heard Hazel 


“Then you’d better say them right now.” 


“Okay, Mummy.” A pause. “Did you 
say your prayers yet?” 

“Who’s checking up on who?” she de- 
manded, the trace of a smile in her voice. 

“You could pray that Daddy will come 
back home,” he said soberly. “Then he’d 
have to come, wouldn’t he?” 

When she spoke after a moment, Hazel’s 
voice was choked. “I don’t think that 
would—” She stopped, then continued with 
grim determination. “J’ll try it, Tommy. 
We'll both try.” 

When I heard their reverent, sincere 
voice praying for my return, asking that 
my eyes be opened and my heart softened, 
the full horror of what I had done was like 
brimstone heaped on my head. I leaped to 
my feet, striking out blindly, and knocked 
the machine to the floor. But it kept on 
playing and the voices of the two people I 
had so cruelly wronged, mocked me as I 
ran out the door. 

“Garnett—Garnett!” I yelled. “Stop that 
thing! Turn it off! I can’t stand it—I 
can’t, I won’t listen to any more!” 

I staggered to a stool and slumped across 
the counter. I beat my fists against my 
head. but those voices were burned into 
my brain. They kept repeating like a 
broken phonograph record. 

Garnett left without disturbing me and 
I was left to suffer in my own private little 
hell. Dawn was creeping over the rooftops 
when I stirred my numb, aching body. I 
was not a particularly religious man, but 
as I walked towards home, seeking forgive- 
ness like the prodigal son, I recalled some- 
thing I had heard many times but never be- 
fore understood— “The Lord moves in a 
mysterious way, His wonders to perform.” 

A child’s prayer had shown me the long, 
hard way back home. 


THE END 
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he chanced the switch. His first move was 
to join up with a guitarist named Millard 
Thomas. Some time later, he landed an 
engagement in New York’s Village Van- 
guard for a small fee on a four-week deal. 

“I stayed there 14 weeks,” Harry recalls 
now, “then went into the Blue Angel and 
stayed 16.” RCA-Victor took note of his 
new triumphs and signed him to a record- 
ing contract for three years. He currently 
seems destined to do big things for the 
label. 

Harry recorded for Roost and Capitol 
when he was doing pops. His biggest- 
selling pop side was the very first record 
he ever cut, a cutie for Roost titled Lean 
on Me. It has sold well right along, 
though never sensationally so. 

* * *% 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Colum- 
bia’s A Lover’s Quarrel/I Confess, fram- 
ing the versatile vocals of Sarah Vaughan 
as she works with waltz tunes for the first 
time on records. Both offerings are de- 
livered in three-four time. With backing 


by the Percy Faith orchestra, Sarah comes 
off in handsome style on each. Quarrel 
has a bucolic flavor but Sarah treats it 
with slick city polish. Confess is a de- 
lightful tune from a Swedish movie that 
the Vaughan voice covers with great deli- 
cacy and charm. The coupling is a novel 
thing for Sarah but her fans will like it. 

GOOD: Mercury’s Sent For You Yester- 
day and Here You Come Today/Goin’ to 
Chicago with baritone Al Hibbler and the 
groovy Count Basie band reviving two old 
favorites that Jimmy Rushing used to 
shout with the group. Hibbler was always 
good on blues tunes and he is here. His 
best probably is the topside which he 
chirps with deep feeling. He is a little 
strained on the reverse but still good. 
Basie’s band is solid in support on the two- 
some, rocking and swinging in sharp style. 
This release is hot stuff for jukes. 

RECOMMENDED: Blue Note’s Thou 
Swell/Safari, a couple of exciting piano 
tours by promising young keyboard star 
Horace Silver. The Lester Young sideman 
displays some fresh and interesting ideas 
on the disc, getting some expert aid from 
drummer Art Blakey and bassist Gene 
Ramey. 
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loved any other fellow.” 

Love? What do you know about love, 
Betsy Martin?” Mrs. Blake hissed. “You’re 

ning, evil.” 

[ said, shivering, “I’m not evil, Mrs. 

Blake. I just made a mistake. It’s you 
are evil, by not letting Don be strong, 
ot letting him lead his own life.” 

Mrs. Blake said contemptuously: “Get 
from this house, out of this town, 
Betsy Martin ... before I Jet everyone 
know the sort of girl you are .. . luring 

on, trying to get him to forget his 
luty to his mother.” 

[ looked into Mrs. Blake’s eyes. They 

like chipped ice. I choked, “I'll go. 
But not because I’m afraid. Ill be com- 
back some day .. . with Don. When 

e’s had time to think, he’ll be sorry. He'll 
co for me, because he loves me, Mrs. 
Blake. He’ll go on loving me. in spite of 

nything you can do or say.” 

[ turned, then, and walked dumbly away. 
[ wasn’t erying like I had been. when I’d 
told Don I needed him. What I felt inside 

e was beyond tears. 

When I got back to the office, I told Mr. 
Cronin that something had come up. I had 
to leave Emmetsboro by the end of the 

ek. Mr. Cronin growled that if it was 

raise I wanted, he’d give me one, 
nd that I’d been a good worker. 

[ thanked him and told him it wasn’t 
that. I’d liked working for Mr. Cronin. 
I'd been with him ever since I'd graduated 
from high school and left the state or- 
age, where I’d lived all my life. 

[ told Mrs. Rainey, my landlady, the 
ame thing when I got home, and by Satur- 
day night, I had a bag all packed. I stored 

erything else I had in a big carton and 

iid Mrs. Rainey I'd send for it as soon as 
[ reached my destination. 

[ hadn’t any idea where to go. I just 
knew I didn’t want to be in Emmetsboro 
thout Don. Don hadn’t yet returned; he 
dn’t written or phoned since he'd left. 
But, even then, I wasn’t worried. I had 
him. in our love. It would take 

while for Don to break free of the ter- 
ble hold his mother had over him, I 

eht doggedly, as I picked up my bag 
| headed for the bus station. 

[ got on the first bus going out and 
iyed on it until morning. I knew that I 
is headed somewhere toward Tennessee, 
it I didn’t much care. When I got off, I 

a sign that said Belleville. It was a 
iir-sized town. 

\s I walked down the street, I saw a 

rd in a window of a neat white cottage 
hat said. “Rooms,” When I rang the bell, 


pnan 


faith in 


a gray-haired woman answered the door. 
Mrs. Carey showed me a neat little room 
at the back of the house. The price was 
reasonable. When I paid her the first 
week’s rent, she smiled and said, “I 
reckon you're a stranger here, Miss Mar- 
tin.” I told her I was, and that maybe I 
could get a job somewhere. 

She shook her head. “Gracious, child,” 
she said. “Belleville doesn’t have too many 
jobs to offer. Your best bet, if you really 
need work, is to try one of the nearby 
‘farms. At crop-picking time, like it is now, 
the farmers’ wives are always needing help 
with the cooking and house chores and 
such.” 

I thought wearily, it didn’t much matter 
what I did while I waited for Don to come 
for me. At most. it would be a matter of 
a few days. I said, “I’m not fussy, Mrs. 
Carey. I'll take any sort of job that comes 
up.” 

Then Mrs. Carey suggested that I go 
down to the Weekly Gazette and place an 
ad. She said something would be sure to 
turn up. 

A little later, after I’'d placed the ad, I 
went to the postoffice and wrote a long let- 
ter to Don, back in Emmetsboro. I thought, 
he'll be home by now. perhaps. He'll be 
frantic to know where I am. 


STOPPED off for some coffee and a 

sandwich. Then I returned to my room 
and lay on the bed and stared at the ceil- 
ing, thinking how wonderful it would be 
when Don came for me. I loved Don 
desperately. I’d never stop loving him. He 
was only weak because his mother had 
made him that way. I told myself. 

By turns she’d pampered and dominated 
him. She’d kept him obligated, but under- 
neath, Don was good and kind and tender. 
When he got over the confusion, the fear, 
she’d thrown him into, he’d rush to my 
side. I was so sure of that. 

It was three whole days-later, when Mrs. 
Carey knocked at my door and told me 
someone was waiting to see me in the par- 
lor. I leaped up from my chair, my heart 
pounding. Don, I thought, it would be 
Don. 

It wasn’t. He was a stranger, tall, lean 
and brown looking. He had a copy of the 
Gazette in his hand. He said in a deep 
voice: “I’m Jeff Arnold, Miss. I need a 
girl to help out on my place.” 

“I’m looking for work, Mr. Arnold,” I 
replied. 

He shoved the paper in the pocket of 
his blue jeans. “I need a girl to keep house 
and watch over my two little boys,” he 
continued. “I’m a widower. My Ellen died 
two years ago. My sister, from out Lin- 
coln way, has been helping out, but she’s 
got her own place and kids to worry 
about.” 

I looked at Jeff Arnold. I figured he 
might be thirty. but it was hard to tell. 
He said awkwardly, “You needn’t worry, 
Miss .. . I mean about it being proper 
and all. Mr. Davis, my minister, anybody 
in this town’ll vouch for me. You won't 


be bothered in any way, and | can pay you 
a hundred a month.” 

“T’ve never done that work before.” | 
smiled, “but, I could try. I like the coun- 
ir. 

He smiled back. Then I noticed hew 
nice and friendly his eyes were. “Fine,” he 
said. “Maybe I could stop by for you to- 
morrow morning.” I told him Id be ready, 
and after he’d said goodbye, I talked to 
Mrs. Carey. 

“You’re in luck, Betsy,” she said. “Jeff 
Arnold is a good, God-fearing man, with 
no nonsense about him.” 

So that next morning, early, I drove 
away with Jeff Arnold to his valley farm. 
Right off, I liked the place. I loved the 
two little boys, Jeff Jr., six, and small 
Timmie, four. They seemed full of mis. 
chief, but so full of fun and laughter I felt 
like hugging them. I knew I wouldn’t have 
any trouble with them. 

The house was big and plain, but very 
clean and I tried to keep it that way. I 
cooked and washed for the children, Jeff 
and the hired man, Jeb Ellis. It was hard 
work, but I didn’t mind. 

The farm was a big, rambling place. On 
the side, Jeff Arnold kept some cows and a 
few chickens. There was even a big. lazy, 
old mare for the children to ride. Every- 
body kept busy from sunup to sundown. 
In the evenings, with the children all 
scrubbed and in bed, I’d sit in the big, old 
fashioned rocker in the kitchen and mend, 
while Jeff sat at the kitchen table and did 
his daily farm bookkeeping. 

Jeff wasn’t the talking kind, but he al- 
ways treated me courteously and seemed 
really appreciative of the way I cared for 
the children. Sometimes, when he'd fin- 
ished, I'd fix him some coffee, and he‘d sit 
back and talk a little about how the crops 
were doing and about his own childhood on 
the farm. 

On Sunday mornings, we’d all get in the 
pickup truck and drive into Belleville to 
attend church. I met the minister, Mr. 
Davis, and the neighbors. I saw the re- 
spect with which everyone treated Jeff Ar- 
nold and my own respect for him deep- 
ened. 

But, all the time, I felt the loneliness 
inside me. It gnawed away at me like a 
canker. I kept on thinking about Don. 
I worked harder, so I wouldn’t. I kept on 
sending him those letters, every chance I 
got. Saturdays, when Jeff drove into town, 
I'd ask him to mail them for me. 

He never acted curious or snoopy about 
them. Only once, when I’d handed him a 
stack of them to mail, he’d said soberly: 
“You must be finding it very lonely, Betsy, 
being stuck away on a farm . . . a young, 
pretty girl like you.” 

Not looking at him I said: “I’m a town 
girl, but I like it here fine, Mr. Arnold.” 

Jeff Arnold gave me a_ slow smile. 
“Might as well call me Jeff, Betsy,” he 
said. “I’m not exactly a Methuselah.” | 
laughed and said I would. 

After that, whenever Jeff had some free 
time, he’d round up the children and in- 
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sist on taking us somewhere. Usually, to 
some church social or some local neigh- 
porhood outing. I would have enjoyed 
them, if I hadn’t kept brooding about Don. 

In July came the biggest event of the 
season, the Belleville livestock fair. The 
children were delirious with anticipation 
till the day came that we could scramble 
in the car and head for it. As we moved 
among the booths, consuming hot dogs and 
pop, Jeff acted like a big kid on a holi- 
day. Once, at the shooting gallery, he won 
a beautifully costumed peasant doll which 
he immediately insisted on giving to me. 
Embarrassed, but pleased, I accepted it. 
A bit later, as we stood watching the 
children clambering aboard the merry-go- 
round, he blushingly asked me if I’d dance 
with him. 

I nodded and we strolled toward the 
dance floor, set up at the edge of the 
grounds. Jeff was a big man. He moved 
slowly, but I was surprised how light he 
was on his feet. I was flushed, almost 
happy, by the end of the day, as we gath- 
ered up the reluctant boys and started 
back to the farm. 

A big round moon was making a sil- 
very path across the green earth as we 
drove down the highway. I stared at the 
moon, suddenly going all achy inside 
again because I was thinking about Don— 
Don, who in all these weeks, still hadn’t 
answered one of my letters. Would Don 
ever come to me? I wondered miserably 
now. Had I been a fool, underestimating 
his mother’s influence over him? 

I began recalling little things about Don. 
Like that time, when I'd been begging 
him to come right out and tell his mother 
we wanted to get married. Don had 
hedged. He’d declared he only wanted to 
give her a chance to get used to the idea 
gradually. Then he’d made a joke about 
not wanting his mother to go leaving her 
money to charity. 

I knew about Don’s mother having a lit- 
tle money and I knew that this was the 
principal hold Mrs. Blake had over him. 
Don liked smart clothes, plenty of spend- 
ing money, and his mother was very gen- 
erous whenever Don was specially atten- 
tive to her. Don had chuckled that he’d be 
a fool not to be nice to his mother. I pon- 
dered now, whether Don’s love for me had 
been as deep, as all-consuming, as I’d 
hopefully believed. 

I'd almost forgotten the children, hud- 
dled sleeping in the back, Jeff, at my side, 
till I heard him say slowly: “Betsy, it’s not 
any of my business, I know, but ever since 
you've come to the farm, you’ve acted un- 
happy, like you have something on your 
mind.” 

I turned and glanced at Jeff, at the way 
the moonlight shone on his sunburnt hair, 
and I couldn’t keep it in any longer. In a 
strangled voice I said: “I’m not happy, 
Jeff. I haven’t been for a long time. I’m 
in trouble, bad trouble.” 

Jeff eased the car over a rut. He said 
steadily, “Care to speak out about it? 
Maybe something could be done.” 
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Three (3) Hour Glass waist nipper 
belts in 3 color combinations to 
match any colors you are wearing 
all for only $2. 









In all sizes. Just state your waist 
measure. Made of finest elastic. 
These color combinations are ex- 
clusive —no other elastic waist 
nippers like these on the market. 
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only $2. If not thrilled | may return them in ten days for 
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2nd Choice... 1 2 3 
(-] Payment enclosed (FASHION EXTRAS pays postage) 
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NATURE by taking O.S.R., an Herb and Vegetable 
tablet, as directed and love life again. Pay postman 
gs 3 for a Big en - 160 Tablets; or mail ect _ “4 

W and SAVE 50c WRITE TOD 
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Dept. TC14 Baltimore 2, Maryland 





Man’s ring, Masonic em- 
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- INEXPENSIVELY! Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid that tends to promote 
aversion (dislike) to ard AL L intoxicating drinks. Not classed as a permanent “‘cure,’’ but 
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rT DO NOT DELAY—ORDER ALCOREM Now 
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[ pulled the pink shawl over my shoul- 
ders tighter, and continued dully: “Noth- 
ing can be done about it. You'll probably 
ask me to leave when you find out. You 
won't think I’m a good girl any more. I’m 
going to have a baby, Jeff .’. . in five 
more months.” 

Jeff said, “A baby!” And it reminded 
me of the way Don had said it, when I'd 
told him about it that night, only there 
wasn’t any dismay in Jeff’s voice, as there 
had been in Don’s. He didn’t look dis- 
gusted or contemptuous. He just let out a 
slow breath and looked suddenly mad, like 
he wanted to take a poke at somebody. 
‘So, the fellow’s run out on you, has he?” 
he said, grim-voiced. 

“No, no, Jeff,” I protested quickly. “It 
that way. He... he wanted to 
marry me. We were all set. only his 
mother . . .” I couldn’t go on. Shame was 
flooding me as I lowered my eyes. 

For a long, awful minute, I waited for 
Jeff to speak. When he did, he said firm- 
ly: “You’re a good girl, Betsy. You're wel- 
ome to stay on at the farm . . . even after 


wasn t 


your baby comes.” 

[ culped out a thanks and shrank back 
igainst the seat. I thought: “He’s being 
so big, so generous, about my trouble now. 
But he’ll change. He won’t be treating me 


tl ime. 


Yes, Jeff treated me differently after that 
day He became even kinder, more 
thoughtful. Often evenings. coming in 


rom his own hard labors, he’d find time 
to pitch in and help with the supper 
dishes, to shoo the children off to bed for 
me 

The days flew by, even though I prayed 
for time to stand still so Don would yet 
have time to come and marry me .. . to 
give our child a name. But as each day 
fled and my body grew heavier. my hopes 
ebbed lower and lower. When I was al- 
most six months pregnant. I told Jeff I 
didn’t think I’d better be going to Sunday 
services any longer. “I’m beginning to 
I faltered. “Folks will talk.” 

That day, Jeff Arnold asked me to marry 
him. With the chores done and the chil- 
dren asleep, we’d been sitting out on the 
porch steps, breathing in the sweet night 
1ir. As I finished talking he stared straight 
Then I felt 


show 


ahead for a moment, silent. 
him stir beside me. 

He took my hand in his own big brown 
one and said softly: “We’ve both had a 
hard row to hoe, Betsy. I’ve missed my 
Ellen 
For a bit, I didn’t think there was another 
who could replace her. I know better now. 
[ know there are always others to take the 
place of those who have gone.” 

[ gasped, “Jeff. Jeff. What are you try- 
to say?” 
eff said it, softly, “Just that I’m ask- 
ing you to marry me, Betsy.” I started to 
move away. but he only held my hand 

er. “Listen, Betsy,” he said urgently, 
young. You haven’t learned yet 
there are two kinds of love, a good 


you re 


She was a good wife, a fine mother. - 


kind and a bad kind. The bad kind grows 
like a poison inside you. It makes you 
weak. The good kind gives you strength 
and confidence, real happiness. Maybe,” 
Jeff said, “maybe we could find that good 
kind of love together, Betsy.” 

I said, in a smothered voice, “You’ve 
never even kissed me. How can you tell 
Mess 

Jeff said, low-voiced and certain: “A 
man doesn’t need to do those things to 
know how he feels about a woman, Betsy.” 
Then Jeff rose to his feet, drew me to him 
and said solemnly; “The child will have 
my name after we marry. I'll treat it like 
one of my own.” 


WANTED TO fall down on my knees 

and kiss Jeff Arnold’s feet. I wanted to 
tell him that he was the best man that ever 
lived. I only cried gratefully: “If you'll 
have me, I’ll marry you, Jeff. I don’t love 
you... yet. I’ve got to be honest about 
that, to tell you right off. So you won’t 
get impatient with me after . . . after. . .” 

Jeff said, “Hush, darling. I’m a patient 
man. I love you. I can wait.” I looked up 
into Jeff's eyes and saw a glow I'd never 
seen before. I felt his arms go round me, 
sure and hard. And I vowed I'd be a good 
wife. I felt his kiss on my lips. And I 
hated myself that, as I tried to respond, I 
could only see the image of Don’s dark 
head, his gay, brown eyes, his wide, easy 
grin. 

A week later, Jeff and I drove over the 
county line, twenty miles to a justice of 
the peace, and were made man and wife. 
Jeff slipped a new, shiny gold band on the 
third finger of my left hand, and his eyes 
were grave, his arms protective, as he bent 
to kiss me. Then we got into the car and 
drove back to the farm. 

At first, the boys seemed a little puzzled 
when Jeff told them I wouldn’t be Betsy 
to them anymore, but Mother. However, 
they soon accepted me, naturally and 
cheerfully. It had been a long time since 
they’d known their own mother, so it was 
easy for them. 

It was as if nothing had changed in the 
weeks that followed. I just moved in with 
Jeff in the big bedroom downstairs, and 
each night as we went to bed, his brown, 
hard arm slipped under my shoulder, mak- 
ing a hollow for my head to rest on. For 
the first time in my life, I knew what a 
feeling of contentment and security meant. 

On a cold, December morning, Jeff 
drove me to the hospital over in Jennings 
county. There I gave birth to a pretty lit- 
tle baby girl. Jeff was at my bedside, his 
face shining, as they brought her to me. 
She had a mat of soft dark hair over her 
small head and long, curly lashes. There 
wasn’t anything about her to remind me 
of Don Blake. I knew that some day, she’d 
be a replica of me. Looking at Jeff’s face, 
I felt glad for his sake. 

He said, his voice husky: “Do you mind 
if we name her Deborah. for my mother? 
She was a fine woman, Betsy.” 


“l’d be proud and honored, Jeff,” | 
whispered. 

Small Debbie was a joy. She was the 
serenest and best baby in the world and 
Jeff and the boys adored her. My life 
seemed to have become a complete and 
perfect whole, except for one corner of my 
heart that Don still occupied. 

I wished I could forget Don. Jeff was 
my husband in every way now, devoted and 
loving. I tried not to let him guess that 
there was a part of me that could never 
belong to him. I felt ashamed and sad 
about it, but I knew that only by cutting 
out my treacherous heart, could I tear Don 
from it . . . even though from now on, he 
could never. be any more than a bitter. 
sweet memory for me to cherish. I'd 
reached the point where I didn’t think I'd 
ever see him again. 

But I did. It happened that following 
June. Jeff had gone into town for his cus- 
tomary weekly marketing. Six-month-old 
Debbie was napping peacefully in her crib 
upstairs, and the boys were having their 
usual cowboy and Indian frolic out in the 
barn. I’d been baking, my hands and arms 
all flour, even my face smudged with it, 
when I went to answer the ring of the 
doorbell, thinking it must be some peddler. 

It wasn’t any peddler, though, but Don 
Blake. He was standing there on the step, 
staring at me. For a long minute, neither 
of us spoke. My unbelieving heart thumped 
crazily. I wanted to fling my arms about 
his neck, to feel his lips on mine. I could 
only stand frozen. I croaked, finally, 
“Don! How ... when?” 

“Betsy,” Don exclaimed. “Thank God, 
I’ve found you at last!” Words rushed out 
in a torrent. “I... I didn’t learn about 
those letters . . . till just last week. I just 
happened on one that Mother had let slip 
through. Then I got it out of her, how 
she’d been watching for them, burning 
each one.” 

A great, terrible sob was wrenching me 
as Don spoke. “I should have known,” | 
gasped. “I should have come back to Em- 
metsboro, but I was too proud, Don.” 

Don’s eyes were burning into mine, 
pleading. “I was a fool to let her talk 
me into running off, Betsy, but I’ve had it 
out with her at last. She knows I’ve come 
to find you . . . to take you back.” 

I could feel my voice rising hysterically. 
“Don’t talk like that, Don,” I said. “It 
isn’t any use . . . not any more. I stopped 
writing those letters . . . After I got mar- 
ried.” 

“Married?” Don said, white-lipped. And 
I wanted to kiss his mouth where it was all 
twisted from the hurt. 

I cried in anguish: “Jeff Arnold is a 
good man, Don. And my daughter needed 
a name. Oh, Don!” I groaned it out, then. 
“Why did you come... too late?” 

Don’s hands gripped my shoulders. “But 
it needn’t be too late, honey, not if we still 
love each other.” And before I could move 
or protest, I was in his arms. He was 
kissing me wildly, sweetly, setting up puls 





awa 


into 
flin; 
said 


you 
aga 
of tl 
day. 
stan 
rup! 


roac 
dist! 
fron 
bod: 
Bets 
But 
had 


thou 
arm: 
my 

ecst 
close 
mea: 


of D 


Jeff 
thou 
seem 
ant . 
woul 
kept 
who 


ings, 
wher 
beloy 
fully 
my c 
ages 
“Are 


I too 
The « 
clam 
grinn 
Jet 
blous 
the 
Jeff,” 
tried 
him, 
my bi 
the w 
have 
Th: 
the la 


Jeff,” I 


was the 
rld and 
My life 
ste and 
r of my 


eff was 
ted and 
‘ss that 
1 never 
nd sad 
cutting 
ar Don 
on, he 

bitter. 
h. Td 
ink I'd 


llowing 
1iS Cus- 
nth-old 
er crib 
¢ their 
in the 
d arms 
vith it, 
of the 
eddler. 
ut Don 
e step, 
neither 
umped 

about 
- could 
finally, 


< God, 
ed out 
about 
I just 
et slip 
*, how 
urning 


ng me 
wn,” | 
o Em- 
” 

mine, 
r talk 
had it 


come 


ically. 
|; SR 
opped 
| mal- 


_ And 
as all 


| ee 
eeded 
then. 


“But 
e still 
move 
. was 
puls- 





ing fires of remembrance in me. “I want 
you, Betsy,” he urged. “I want our little 
girl.” 

I was nearly fainting as I pulled out of 
Don’s grasp. “You're talking wild, crazy,” 
I sobbed. “We mustn’t let ourselves go 
this way.” 

Don’s jaw set angrily. “You’ve only got 
one life, Betsy. Don’t throw it away. Come 
away with me. You can get a divorce. 
We'll be married.” 

I leaned against the door and stared up 
into Don’s handsome face. I yearned to 
fing myself close to him again, but only 
said dully: “Go away, Don, please.” 

Don only said grimly, “I’m not giving 
you up again. I'll be driving out this way 
again. I'll be waiting for you at the edge 
of the highway. I'll be waiting there, every 
day, till you come to me.” I was still 
standing there dumbly as Don turned ab- 
ruptly, then stalked off. 

After he’d disappeared down the rutted 
road toward the highway, I turned and fled 
distractedly indoors. I snatched Debbie 
from her crib and held her small, warm 
body close. Don had said, “Our little girl, 
Betsy.” I thought of Jeff who idolized her. 
But it had been Don’s love and mine that 
had brought her into the world. 

How could I throw that love away? I 
thought frantically. The sight of Don, his 
arms about me, his fiery kisses, had set 
my heart to beating, my pulse pounding 
ecstatically. I knew then, as I held Debbie 
closer, that nothing in the wide world 
meant anything to me without the rapture 
of Don’s love . . . nothing could. 

I began planning then how I must tell 
Jeff I was leaving him. I ached at the 
thought of hurting him, but, for me, there 
seemed no other choice. Strong, self-reli- 
ant Jeff, he’d never really needed me. He 
wouldn’t have any trouble replacing me, I 
kept reassuring myself. It had been I 
who'd needed his strength and love. 

I was feverishly packing my few belong- 
ings, reasoning it all out. I was finished 
when I heard Jeff’s familiar, heavy steps 
below, his voice calling out to me cheer- 
fully. Slowly, I went downstairs and lifted 
my cheek for his kiss. He had some pack- 
ages under his arm. He said, teasing: 
“Aren’t you even curious?” 

I made the corners of my lips curve up. 
Itook one of the boxes he held out to me. 
The children came swarming in, just then, 
clamoring for the candy and few toys he 
grinningly handed out to them. 

Jeff had brought me a lovely, white silk 
blouse. I wanted to cry inside as I touched 
the soft, delicate stuff. “It’s beautiful, 
Jeff,” I gulped. “Just what I’ve been want- 
ing.” And as he took me in his arms, I 
tried to tell him then I was going to leave 
him, I felt his big heart beating against 
my body. I opened my lips to speak, but 
the words wouldn’t come. I knew I didn’t 
have the courage to tell him. 

That night, as I lay in Jeff’s arms for 
the last time, I asked God to forgive me for 


the terrible thing I was going to do to this 
good man. 

The next day, Sunday, I pleaded a head- 
ache as I readied the children for church. 
Jeff said sympathetically, when I told him, 
“You do look sort of worn. You’ve been 
working too hard, Betsy.” 

“Tm fine,” I quavered. “I'll be all right 
in a little while.” Jeff kissed me and 
rounded up the children and herded them 
outside to the pickup truck. He was wav- 
ing unsuspectingly as he swung down the 
rutted road to the highway. 

As soon as I was alone, I sat down at 
the kitchen table and wrote that note to 
Jeff, telling him how I was leaving him for 
Don; how sorry I was that I hadn’t been 
able to stay faithful to our marriage vows. 
I sealed it and took it up to the bedroom 
where I propped it on the dresser. I knew 
he’d find it there when he came to look for 
me. 

Then I pulled my suitcase out from un- 
der the bed, where I’d hidden it. The 
white blouse Jeff had given me lay, still 
folded in its tissue wrappings, on a chair. 
I left it there. I flung a coat over my shoul- 
ders, and a moment later, with a peacefully 
sleeping Debbie in my arms, I crept from 
the house like a thief. 

She was still so light, it wasn’t any trou- 
ble managing the small suitcase, too. I 
saw Don’s car as I reached the highway. 
His face lit up as he leaped out and ran 


to meet me. “You came, Betsy,” he 
breathed triumphantly. “I knew you 
would.” Then he saw the baby. “She’s 


beautiful,” he exclaimed, “exactly like 
you.” 

“She’s good, too,” I smiled. “You'll love 
her.” 

“T do already,” 
fervently. 

Then, just for a long moment, before 
Don led me to the car, I couldn’t resist 
turning my head for a last glance at the 
peaceful haven that had sheltered me for 
so many dreary months. But Don kissed 
me again, and my heart started throbbing 
with renewed joy, so I wasn’t thinking of 
Jeff anymore. 

I didn’t even mind that it had begun 
raining a little as we started up. Don was 
so gay, his eyes so full of dancing lights, 
as he slipped an arm about me and drew 
me close. Everything was so perfect at 
this moment, I told myself happily .. . 
the way it was all meant to be, with Don, 
Debbie and me, circled in a wonderful 
world of our own, 

Don had the car radio turned on soft so 
Debbie could go on sleeping. He said ten- 
derly: “Just lean back and relax, darling. 
We’ve got a long drive ahead of us to Em- 


Don said, kissing me 


metsboro.” 

I snuggled against his shoulder and said 
dreamily: “When we get there, I'll find a 
room somewhere, till I can get my divorce 
. . . till we can be together for keeps.” 

“T’ve that fixed, honey,” Don 
chuckled. “You’re coming right to Moth- 
er’s, with me.” 


got 
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Now you can look smart and 
stylish with sensational low 
priced glamorous dresses that 


have been cleaned and pressed— 
in good condition for all occa- 
sions! A tremendous assortment 
of gorgeous one and two piece 
modern styles in all beautiful 
colors—in a variety of luxurious 
fabrics of rayons, cottons, gabar- 
dines, woolens, silks, ete. Expen- 
sive dresses—original value up 
to $40! 


FREE! 12 Different Sets of 
Button Cards! 5 to 8 matched 
buttons on each card. Worth 
a few dollars—but yours Free 
with dress order. 











| Girl Sizes 10, 12, 14 are 6 for $2.98 
Junior Miss Sizes 9, 11, 13, 15 are 6 for $3.75 
Women’s Sizes 14 to 20 and 38 to 52 are 6 for $4.75 











Money Back Guarantee! 
Send $1 deposit, balance C.0.D. plus 
postage. Or send full amount with 25c 
postage and save C.0.D. fee. Your 
money returned if not completely sat- 
isfied. Limited time offer—so rush order 
TODAY! 
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Now, an amazing new MODERN Bleach 
Cream as wonderful as its name... 
“BLEACH and GLOW”! Works extra fast. 
You actually see a DAILY IMPROVEMENT 
as Bleach and Glow lightens as it brightens 
the skin, giving your complexion a new, 
GLOWING, radiant beauty. Skin looks 
shades LIGHTER, FAIRER .. . feels softer, 
smoother! AND new Bleach and Glow is 
greaseless, in a modern vanishing cream 
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marvelous bleaching and clearing action 
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I sat up straight and cried, “No, Don, 
not there.” 

Don’s voice came, still good humored: 
“Darling, no point in crossing the old girl 
any further. Why right now, just to have 
me back, she’s even willing to accept the 
baby.” 

I said, biting my lip, “Her name is Deb- 
bie.” 

“That’s easily fixed.” Don retorted light- 
ly. “We’ll just tack on a middle name 
. . . after my mother. She’ll be Debbie- 
Grace. That'll really put her in solid.” 

I pushed back the sudden anger surg- 
ing inside me. I thought, I mustn’t be un- 
reasonable. I said thinly, “It doesn’t mat- 
ter, if you want it that way, Don.” 

We were slowing a bit. A heavy spatter 
of rain was tattooing the windshield. As 
I peered out the window, I noticed there 
wasn’t any sun anymore. Scudding, gray 
clouds were whipping across the sky. I 
exclaimed, “Don, hear that wind?” It 
wasn’t an ordinary wind. It was rising, 
whining, forcing the car to swerve from 
side to side. 

At that instant the music came to an 
abrupt stop. The voice of an announcer 
broke through. Don went on humming, 
not paying any attention, but I leaned for- 
ward to listen. The announcer was talk- 
ing about a storm that was coming up, 
warning motorists to proceed with extreme 
caution. He said that it was a hurricane 
brewing. 

Even as he spoke, the sky seemed to 
open up and pour forth angry. blasting 
sheets of rain. All at once, everything was 
dark as night. Don cussed under his 
breath as we switched on the headlights. 
We began crawling. “We'll never reach 
Emmetsboro at this rate,” he complained. 

The baby stirred and began whimpering 
a little. The announcer was still talking 
fast. He was pleading. telling folks to get 
into the nearest shelters. Farms were be- 
ing washed out, bridges flooded. Don was 
listening, at last, his face set and angry. 
And I couldn’t help thinking about Jeff. 

Jeff wasn’t the sort that railed against 
things that couldn’t be helped . . . he was 
a real man. But I shivered as I thought of 
the farm, the threatened crops he’d spent 
long weeks toiling over. By now, Jeff’s 
valley farm might be washed out, too. 

Debbie’s whimper had risen to a wail, 
and Don snapped; “For the love of Mike. 
can’t you quiet her, Betsy? It’s bad 


enough, trying to get through this night- 


mare, without that, too.” 

I stared at Don. His gay, confident ex- 
pression had faded long since . . . miles 
back. He looked worried. He seemed no 
longer my charming irresistible Don. 

But, it was the same Don, I thought all 
at once. This was merely that other side 
of him, that I’d always refused to acknowl- 
edge till now . . . because I’d loved him 
so blindly, so unreasonably. 


WAS SILENT such a long time, Don 


turned, smoothing the frown from his 


face. He said lightly, “Sorry. darling. 
Didn’t mean to fly off the handle.” 

“Tt’s all right, Don,” I said numbly. 

But it wasn’t all right. Something in- 
side me was screaming it, as loud as the 
frightening wind that lashed the car. I'd 
made a mistake, a horrible mistake. And 
the mistake had been about Don . . . and 
Jeff. But we’d gone nearly a mile farther 
before the frozen words passed my lips, 
before I said tonelessly. “Don. turn around, 
I’m going back to the farm.” 

Startled. Don jerked the car to a stop, 
He glared as he turned. “Have you gone 
clean out of your mind, Betsy?” he grated, 
“What’s got into you?” 

“Just some sense... after all this 
time,” I said, my voice hardly audible. 

Don let out a deep, exasperated breath. 
“You’re scared and upset by the storm, 
honey.” he declared. “You don’t want to 
leave me.” 

“Sure. I’m scared and upset,” I said, 
“but it’s not because of the storm, Don. 
It’s only because I’m just realizing I was 
a fool to leave Jeff Arnold.” 

“TIsn’t it a bit late to be realizing it 
now?” Don blurted out cruelly. 

“T’ve got to take that chance,” I replied, 
cringing away from him. 

Don scowled and started to argue again. 
but something in my expression must have 
told him how useless it would be. His face 
was a mask of fury as he suddenly swerved 
the car wildly about and headed back to- 
ward the farm. 

It was a good thirty miles and I knew 
we'd be lucky to make it. We did. some. 
how. sometimes crawling, sometimes stop- 
ping altogether, when the rain became a 
blinding white blur, washing around the 


car. For the rest of the trip back, neither 


Don nor I spoke again. 

Finally, after what seemed an eternity, 
we reached the road that wound in toward 
the farm. I told Don to stop there. 

“Tt’s a long hike back in there,” he an- 
swered grimly. 

I said stubbornly: “Ill make it,” then 
I looked into Don’s face and said quietly. 
“This is goodbye, Don. We won't be meet- 
ing again, ever.” I was thinking, “I’ve 
stopped loving you, because I know what 
real love is . . . now.” 

I was feeling almost calm, as I leaped 
from the car. Holding Debbie close under 
my coat, I could feel Don’s bewildered eyes 
staring after me, but I didn’t turn or look 
back as I kicked my suitcase under a 
clump of bushes and plunged forward. 

As I ran, raging wind tore at my face 
and body. Twice, I nearly stumbled in 
ankle-deep mud, Then I was at the house, 
stumbling up the steps. The door was 
flapping weirdly, where the force of the 
gale had sprung a hinge. Behind it, as I 
entered, I saw Jeff. Jr. and Timmie, crouch- 
ing in fright against the wall. 

Timmie gave a relieved shriek as he 
saw me. They both rushed on me. “We've 
been waiting for you,” Jeff, Jr. cried. 
“. . . for you and Daddy.” 
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I pushed streaming hair out of my eyes. 
I gasped, “Daddy?” 

The child shook his head, tried to keep 
his lower lip steady. “When we got back 
from church, it was raining hard. Daddy 
looked for you everywhere. He only found 
a note; he said you left.” 

Timmie broke in tearfully, “Then Daddy 
had to go to the barn to see to the cows. 
He .. . he didn’t come back.” 

Terrible fear gripped me, as I ran to the 
bedroom and laid a still miraculously 
drowsy Debbie on the bed. I returned to 
the kitchen and hugged the children to me. 
“['ll find Daddy,” I promised shakily. “I'll 
bring him back.” 

A second later, I was racing from the 
house toward the barn. I wasn’t daring to 
think of what might have happened to Jeff. 
The rain was still beating, lashing at my 
back. 

Jeff was inside the barn. He was sitting 
on the plank floor, leaning against a stall, 
his eyed glazed with pain. I ran to him, 
sobbing, “You’re hurt, Jeff.” I could see 
where his ankle was all swollen and 
bruised where he’d drawn up his trouser 
leg. 

Jeff raised surprised eyes and said 
hoarsely, “Betsy!” He stirred and tried to 


grin. “I just stumbled as I was leaving 
the barn. I don’t think it’s much more 


than a sprain. But I knew it wasn’t smart 
to try to make it back to the house, till the 
storm had let up some. I knew the boys 
would be scared, but safe enough.” 

Then as Jeff’s eyes held mine, his voice 
went very quiet. “You came back, Betsy,” 
he said. “Why?” 

I looked away from Jeff’s honest gaze. 
Isaid, full of shame, “I had to. When that 
storm broke, I figured you might be need- 
ing somebody ... me.” I said, “It’s 
queer, somehow, I’ve never thought of your 
needing me, Jeff. It’s always been the 
other way round ... me, needing you.” 
Then I dared to turn and look at him. I 
said faintly, “But perhaps you don’t . . 
really.” 


Jeff's face was taut. But there wasn’t 
any anger or bitterness in it. He said: 
“You shouldn’t have come back . . . just 
because of that, Betsy. Because of a sense 
of duty. It’s no fault of yours that our 
marriage didn’t take.” His voice was 
tinged with hopelessness. “I was a fool 

. imagining you’d learn to love me 
some day.” 

“Oh, Jeff. Jeff,” I cried in anguish, 
“can’t you see, what it is I’m trying to say? 
It wasn’t only because of that . . . that I 
came back. I know, now, about the good 
kind of love and the bad kind. You taught 
me that. Mine for Don . . . it wasn’t the 
good kind, Jeff.” 

I knelt down. I reached out and touched 
Jeff’s hand. I said tremblingly: “I was the 
fool, darling, loving you all the time... . 
not having sense enough to know it.” 

Jeff was sitting up straight. His eyes 
never left my face. He demanded, “You're 
sure, Betsy? Very sure?” 

I could feel the hot tears beginning to 
spill down my cheeks. I cried, “I won’t 
blame you for not wanting me back, Jeff 
for hating me. I don’t deserve your love.” 


Then I felt Jeff's hand, gripping my 
wrist, drawing me close. “Deserve, Bet- 


sy?” he said in a puzzled voice. “Haven’t 
you learned yet? Love isn’t something you 
merit. It’s free. It’s always there for the 
taking. I couldn’t refuse it to you even if I 
wished.” 

“Jeff,” I could only whisper. “Oh, Jeff.” 
Then he was kissing me and I was re- 
sponding with all my being. 

After a long time, Jeff tenderly tilted my 
chin and looked deep in my eyes. There 
was a light in his eyes and a glad ring in 
his that I'd never heard before. 
“Come on, Betsy,” he said, “help me to my 
feet. The storm has run its course. I 
guess we'll be able to make it back home, 
together.” 

I got to my feet, gave Jeff my hand. I 
said joyously; “I guess we can, Jeff... 


together.” THE END 


voice 





Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 5) 


he does, but I don’t believe him. Every 
time other girls are around, he likes to talk 
to them and hug them. Is it that he could 
be trying to make me jealous, or am I al- 
ready jealous? He calls me the quiet girl. 

I don’t live in his neighborhood and 
when I visit my girl friend (he lives in the 
same apartment building) she tells me that 
he loves someone else. When I ask him 
about it, he says I shouldn’t believe what 
other people say. I am so in love with him 
that I can’t sleep at night. I need your 
help badly. W.M.C. 
Dear W.M.C.: 

The first lesson for you to learn is that 
an overly-possessive and jealous attitude 
destroys any feeling of love before it can 
get a good start. Second, if you are seri- 
ously interested in this boy, then stop lis- 
tening to gossip about him. He is probably 


a gregarious person and simply likes peo- 
ple in general. 

It is you who really need help, so, ac- 
quire a mature attitude and accept your 
boy friend for what he really is and I am 
sure he’ll appreciate you much more. 


Child Care 

(Continued from Page 43) 
thrown off schedule as by vomiting, always 
consult the doctor before going ahead with 
the next scheduled dose; 2) don’t give 
medicine prescribed for one child to an- 
other child; and 3) beware of left-over 
medicine, 

In a case such as Barbara’s, the admin- 
istering of medicine may seem to be a sim- 
ple, every-day detail of life. It is wise, 
however, to remember that neither medi- 
cine, nor the method one uses to admin- 
ister it, should ever be taken lightly, for 
in giving it, the parent is dealing with the 
child’s health. 
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ure suits are so sensational, 
thousands of men order when 
they see the actual garments. 
I make it easy for you to get 
your own suit to wear and 
show—MAKE MONEY IN 
FULL or SPARE TIMEIN 
THIS EASY WAY! 


= = 

My Planis Amazing 
Just take a few orders at my low 
money-saving prices—that’s 
all—and get your own personal 
suit to wear and show—make 
money fast taking orders. No 
experience needed. Spare time 
pays BIG. You pay no money, 
now or any time. 


MAIL COUPON! 


Rush this coupon today for full 
facts and BIG SAMPLE KIT 
containing 150 fine woolensin all 
popular weights and shades. Be 
one of the 500 top-notchers I 
need to wear, show, and take or- 
ders for my suits. Act today! 


PIONEER TAILORING CO. 


































| — X-1264, Gomes MneaptleGheege?, il. 
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| Dear Sir: IWANT a Made-to-Measure SUIT TO 
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J. CHAS. McNEIL 
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part ofa a group picture. Original is 
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Just mail photo, negative or si 
shot (any size) and receive 
guaranteed fadeless,on pagers 
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real human hair on a full net form fitting foundation. 
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wigs—MISS PERSONALITY... 
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». low price. Can be combed 
oe , and redressed. 
State oe you de: ORDER TODAY 
Mail postcard for FREE new hair style book 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 








our rr enla: ‘ement 
i Idoubie-weig ht 


























65 













































































could be 24 and actually was a boy of 19, 
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had me going around in a circle in those _ girl’s excitable mother, fearing town gossip, = 
few minutes. took her away suddenly, leaving no trace, Hugh 
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I quickly opened the door, motioning for brother down by plane from Detroit, highly 9 
Hugh Gaines to come in. He was hand- irritated. After a stormy scene. he flew as 
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help your poor skin because it is en- § | At the moment, Hugh Gaines seemed with Hugh, ies 
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Use gentle ‘SKIN-SUCCESS’ SOAP daily cided — personality. appearance, experi- Fisherman’s Wharf and talk over the tell } 
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| over my amazement. her husband. I let him use my old cat upp 
Despite a few persistent little doubts until he was able to make a payment on f 
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When the weather came up fairly good 
for a change I gave in to his prodding and 
tried golf. We would drive to a course 
down the peninsula on free afternoons. It 
was about then that I cut my hair, added 
several expensive outfits to my closet. I 
tried a new perfume Hugh noticed in a 
small shop in a swank Nob Hill hotel. The 
office sat up and took plenty notice but 
no one said a thing. 

When Hugh drove Dr. Hall down to Los 
Angeles to attend a week-end conference, 
something came home to me with a loud 
bang. I was completely lost without Hugh! 
My heart took a tumble and just laid there. 
I was desperately in love from that mo- 
ment on. That Hugh Gaines perhaps did 
not fully know or care, did not matter. 
Dreams make a good buffer for a woman of 
30 in love with a matured boy almost 11 
years her junior. 

Yet in the weeks which followed, I never 
gave in altogether to my turbulent emotions 
in Hugh’s presence. If he guessed it at all, 
he never moved to take me in his arms. 
At times, to me it became fantastic. Out- 
wardly, we went on enjoying each other’s 
company in the office and away from it. 

Three months later, the world seemed to 
stop for me altogether. Practically from 
nowhere. the mother of Hugh’s child 
showed up on the coast with the baby. 
Hugh was fit to be tied. She wrote him 
fom Los Angeles. At lunch that day, he 
explained to me with mixed feelings that 
he had not seen or heard from her in all 
that time. He never saw so much as a 
snapshot of his boy. Hugh lost track of 
them completely. 

He always did have a sneaking suspicion 
that somehow his brother eventually found 
the girl, then kept in touch, and had per- 
haps sent her money as a sort of self-in- 
ficted blackmail. Hugh asked him once 
and his denial was much too pat. 

Hugh spread his hands and said simply: 
“You know, Vicki, she did the leaving.” 
His shoulders shrugged ever so slightly as 
he quietly added, “I guess I was in love 
with her at the time.” It was then an icy 
finger seemed to touch me. Could Hugh 
still be in love with this phantom girl and 
not know? Could she come out of the past 
just like that and be able to win back this 
youth who fathered her child? 

If not, otherwise they were surely suited 
as to age. I fought back that last thought, 
refusing to face it. I made up my mind 
then to honestly declare my feelings for 
Hugh Gaines. I had to know. I had to 
tell him and learn once and for all his 
reaction. 

I was about to put my hand on his and 
bare my heart when Hugh, looking into 
space, spoke again. “Evidently, somebody 
she knows has been w riting her I was here, 
but just the same, I’m curious to know 
why she came out here and brought the 
kid. I'd like to see him, Vicki. Do you 
suppose she’d look me up for any other 
Teason?” 

Evidently, he did not expect an answer, 
for he went on: “I'll go see them. I'll take 
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“Through a pious life and by a ra- 
tional use of the Psalms, you may obtain 
the grace of God, the favor of Princes, 
and the Love of your fellow man,’’ says 
the author. 

Here are some of the amazing things 
he tells you about: Psalm to receive 
Instruction or Information through a 
Dream or Vision. Psalm to escape dan- 
ger. Psalm to become safe from Enemies, 
Psalm to receive GOOD after committing 
a heavy sin. Psalm to make you fortu- 
y nate in everything you try to do. Psalm 
to free yourself from Evil Spirits, Psalm 
to make peace between Man and Wife. 
MIDGET BIBLE FREE 
you can carry the Bible with you at all times. 
Many people feel that 


Now 
(Smailest Bible in the World). 
this is of great value in obtaining things you desire. 

SEND NO MONEY Just send your name and address 
Today and pay postman only $1! plus postage on delivery. 


1 positively GUARANTEE that you will be more than 
delighted within 5 days or your money will be returned 
promptly on request and no questions asked. Order Now! 


LARCH, 118 E. 28th, Dept. 316-A, New York 16 


| YOU, TOO, CAN MAKE 


~|Lucky Heart 


da beidal vil 


eee Make your hair alluring with 
a lively, new haireolor 
It’s so easy to give your hair the 
glamorous color that spells 
irresistible attraction and appeal. 
Ask at your cosmetic counter for 
Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring 
in the red box. Choose from 18 
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EXTRA MONEY 
IN YOUR SPARE TIME 


Thousands of 
successful 





representatives 
can prove it to 
you! Read what 
one of them has 
to say: “I have 
enteree being the 
x7, Heart 
yey have bought 
myself a 7-room house 
with the money I made, 
besides all the other good 
things I now have. I just 
can't praise Lucky Heart too much.” Emma 
G. Henry. 
PEOPLE OF ALL AGES School girls, house- 
wives and elderly folks make good money 
taking orders for Lucky Heart fast-selling 
cosmetics and household needs in their 
—e time. You, too, will find it an easy, 
| Pleasant way to have extra money for 
| things you want. 
| NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED we send every- 
thing you need, show you how. Write to- 
day for new catalog, display case offer and 
free samples to: 


LUCKY HEART, DEPT.'C-! MEMPHIS, TENN. 
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* 
MAKE THIS EASY 


7-DAY TEST 


Just try this SYSTEM on your hair | 
or 7 days and see if you are really 
enjoying the pleasure of ATTRACTIVE 
HAIR that can so very often capture 
Love and Romance for you. 


MARVELOUS HELP IN. 


; LUBRICATING YOUR SCALP. 
Therefore, WHEN SCALP and HAIR CONDI- 
TIONS are normal and you use this JUELENE 
System as directed, you will be truly amazed at 
how easy it is to manage your hair and to keep 
it lustrous and much more beautiful. Amazing. 
The JUELENE System is not a hair restorative. 
SEND NO MONEY — Fully Guaranteed 
Juste ery the JUELENE SYSTEM for seven quick 
days. Then let your mirror PROVE the thrilling 
results. JUELENE comes either way, Pomade 
or a Liquid [). SEND FOR IT TODAY! Sure! 
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the night train down there.” He stood up. 
His eyes. when he looked down at me, 
seemed a bit bewildered, undecided. I 
wanted to go to him, embrace this con- 
fused, tall boy I loved, gently pull his face 
next to mine and stroke his curly head with 
my eager fingers. 

But I did not speak or move. 

He said: “I’m taking a few days off, 
Vicki, if it’s okay with you,” then, as an 
afterthought, “I'll keep in touch with you 
at home.” I nodded vigorously, eyes bright 
and smiling woodenly. Long after he left. 
I sat there looking at nothing, feeling noth- 
ing except a dull emptiness which ached. 
A lone tear ran down my face and splashed 
on my faille bag. 


§ ATE THE next night, the bedside phone 

rang, startling me out of troubled 
sleep. It was Hugh in Los Angeles. 
“Vicki,” he said, “Vicki, I can’t sleep.” 
I caught my breath, grasping the phone 
tighter. 

“Hugh.” I exclaimed. “what is it? 
What’s the matter?” He sighed in the 
phone and replied, “Nothing, nothing at 
all, Vicki. I’ve just been sitting here think- 
ing. I'll call you again. Good night.” In 
my ear, in place of his deep pitched voice. 
was the dial tone. 

Four days dragged by. I was miserable 
not hearing again from Hugh. I played 
hide and seek with the office, then finally 
I did go in. Parking the car, I glanced in 
the rear view mirror and in it recognized 
Hugh pulling up behind. He was beside 
my door in a few long strides. 

Climbing in beneath the wheel, he 
greeted me unsmilingly. and simply said. 
“Move over, Vicki.” I could have cried out 
with joy, I was so glad to see him. I had 
a quick glimpse of two startled faces peer- 
ing after us through the wide window as 
we pulled away from the curb. 

We drove up into Golden Gate Park and 
parked. During the ride, neither of us 
spoke. He was first to do so. 

“Well, I saw her; the kid too. He’s cute 
but rotten.” He fished for cigarettes. I 
handed him my pack. He went on: “She’s 
maid to some actress. She came right to the 
point, Vicki. After all this time, she shows 
up now wanting money from me. I didn’t 
mind that in a way but she got nasty when 
I asked her for some guarantee that she’d 
spend it only on the kid. She swore she 
could make it hard for me.” 

Hugh sighed aloud. “Come to find out 
she followed some fellow out here. The kid 
even calls him Daddy. She wants money 
to help tide her over until the fellow comes 
back, I’m sure. We got to arguing, so her 
landlady asked me out.” 

I took Hugh’s hand in mine to comfort 
him. Turning toward me, he grasped both 
my hands firmly and exclaimed: “Vicki, 
listen. I discovered something more im- 
portant than all that. these few days away 
from you. When I called you I knew then 
but I was scared to say it. I am not now. 
Vicki, it’s you I love.” 

I must have looked as if I were hypno- 


tized. He said; “No, let me finish. T've 
been falling in love with you all this time, 
but didn’t know it. I don’t even know 
whether it’s the first time I’ve loved or not, 
I do know I’ve nothing much to offer g 
woman like you, Vicki, just myself. That's 
not enough for now. I’m supposed to get 
some cash and a house left by my grand. 
mother when I’m 30.” 

Then I was locked in his arms, half 
crying. half laughing. Our kiss was fierce 
with hunger and longing. I had won after 
all. It was I Hugh wanted! I couldn’t be. 
lieve it, even with the release of all the 
pent-up emotions so long inside me. Foolish 
me to have gone along scared it wasn’t to 
be. My confession of fear of being hurt by 
such love gave strength on the spot to the 
wonder of it all as Hugh kissed my lips, 
eyes, hair. 

He was speaking again. “Vicki, let’s get 
married. We can drive to Yuma tomorrow 
and be back here the following night. Will 
you?” 

I was silent once more with one thought, 
but Hugh found my hands again and spoke 
quietly, firmly. “I may not be old enough, 
but I want you, Vicki. I love you. Let that 
be all that matters, eh? You'll never be 
sorry. I can make you happy, both of us 
can be happy. honey.” 

With my head and heart whirling, Hugh 
and I were married in Arizona two days 
later. I wore his grandmother’s wide wed. 
ding band of gold. His landlady, her hus 
band and a close chum of mine went along 
with us. If either Hugh or myself thought 
of Dr. Hall, neither of us mentioned it. 

On our return to San Francisco, my hus. 
band sent a wire to his brother in Detroit. 
News of our marriage spread across the 
bay like wildfire. Gossip columnists 
pounced on it. Phones and canasta games 
buzzed with it. Our office bunch were sin- 
cere with their best wishes. Even an un 
signed, insulting note from Los Angeles 
didn’t daunt us. We were too happy. 

Hugh was perfect as lover and husband. 
Life for us was growing into something be 
yond dreams. My house, so empty before, 
took on new radiance and meaning with 
a husband sharing it. After a rash of small 
dinners and parties given for us, we mal 
aged to catch our breath. Week-ends were 
devoted to golf, Hugh striding beside me 
like a young, brown god. 

Dr. Hall called once, offering polite good 
wishes. I didn’t need a road map to see 
that he had his thumbs down on Hugh's 
marrying me and when I told Hugh of the 
call. he shrugged. 

One evening not long after that, I was 
home alone. The door bell rang. Put out 
at interruption of a good TV play, I went 
to answer. A man and woman stood there. 
Trying to hide my impatience, I all but 
snapped, “Yes?” The man eyed me care 
fully. asked if I were Mrs. Hugh Gaines. 
“I’m Carl Gaines, Hugh’s brother,” he e* 
plained, “and this is my wife, Lorraine.” 

Calm, coolly collected, they took in my 
evident flurry as I bowed them in. I was 
caroling, “Well, this is a surprise! Good 
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heavens. why didn’t you let us know?” 
Pushing a stray curl behind an ear, I flut- 
tered from lamp to lamp turning them on, 
all thumbs. “Hugh should be in soon,” I 
babbled on. 

Neither Carl Gaines nor his wife looked 
a thing like I had pictured them in my 
mind. Short, stocky, the only resemblance 
Carl had to Hugh was the deep-pitched 
yoice. He beat a steady tattoo with horn 
rimmed glasses against the fingers of his 
left hand. Lorraine Gaines offered little 
by comparison. Shorter, well on the way to 
being stockier, she said not a word after 
“how-do-you-do?” 

She waited for her husband to settle on 
a divan before she lit beside him. If she 
had fished out a lorgnette from the black 
beaded bag on her ample lap and exam- 
ined me inch for inch, I would not have 
been surprised. However, I was surprised 
to notice a good-sized real diamond brooch 
sparkling on her dress. 

Carl Gaines presided. They were stay- 
ing with Dr. Hall. They arrived yesterday. 
I echoed: “Yesterday?” They returned 
my stare. Carl rose then to his feet and in 
precise voice announced to me; “I came 
because I question your marriage to my 
brother. He is under age. Perhaps he 
didn’t tell you that. He’s the type to tell 
you of his grandmother’s will, I know. If 
you think you can wangle his money and 
that house due him, you’ll have a long 
wait.” 

The three of us were standing by then. 
Lorraine Gaines spoke her piece next in 
four words, sounding like a Bette Davis 


picture. “We'll have it annulled.” she 
prophesied grimly. 
Instinctively, the pair moved closer to- 


gether as they watched me cross the room. 
At the doorway, I turned. It was my time 
at bat. I said evenly, “Before you get out 
of this house I have something to say all 
right and you'll listen. Hugh has been on 
his own since he was 15 and you know it. 
You didn’t make home any too pleasant 
for him, He has one now,” I gestured, 
“and a wife. He’s happy and you can’t do 
oe darn thing about it, not a thing.” 

Jamming his glasses on, Carl Gaines 
glared at me. He rasped out: “I can annul 
it! He’s not 21 yet!” 

Ishot back: “Why are you so bent on 
that annulment? It sounds fishy to me if 
you want to know. Don’t take me for a 
fool. I'd never let you walk in here and 
amul any thing. You can’t. We'll fight 
youtogether. He happens to love me. Had 
you thought of that?” 

I shut the wife up with one look, then 
aid: “When you didn’t answer Hugh’s 
wire, I knew then something was up. Well, 
to believe me, both of you, you only came 
ill the way from Detroit to hear me say 
that I'm Mrs. Hugh Gaines and I’m stay- 
ing Mrs. Hugh Gaines. I happen to like 
it” 

My brother-in-law hunched his shoul- 
iets, teetered forward on both feet and 
ibbed a forefinger in my direction. 

“You're old enough for Hugh’s mother!” 











Fase Light 


Gingham in Beautifully 


HEMSTITCHED SQUARES 
Only $89 a Pink 'n’ Green 















Navy ’n’ Green 


Swank into summer in an elegant manner in these 
light, airy, self-cooling, woven tissue 
gingham squares—each one beautifully 
hemstitched. You’ll love the way they 
| slim your waist to almost nothingness 
—and the way they play “hide and 
seek’’ ’round the parasol skirt. The 
breeze-light handkerchief sheer 
bodice is fragile, feminine. Cropped 
sleeves, flattering collar are styled 
to accent the fabric pattern and the 
crisp, starchless finish. A cascade of 
small buttons opens from the deep 
throat to below the trim waist. 
Smart, washable summer shades— 
Pink ’n’ Green, Navy ’n’ Green. 
Sizes: 10, 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. See your local 
representative— or order on coupon below. 


COMPLETE SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY REFUNDED 
MAKE EXTRA {Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept. J-6517, Cincinnati 25, Ohio st 
MONEY Please ship me Harford Frocks Model No. 9035 at $8.98 each, 


: sa oa as listed below: 

in spare time, showing - : 

friends and neighbors Quantity — | Size | Color | Amount 
(C1 enclose $1.00 deposit. Ship C.O.D. 


Harford Frocks in full 
plus postage and C.O.D. charges 











color with actual samples C0 l enclose full payment 
of fabrics— with plan to (We pay postage) 
receive your own dresses 











without cost. Check Name. 
coupon for Presentation. Address. 
HARFORD FROCKS, inc. Ci Stet 
Dept. J-6517 os O pl end full Style Senanetaiion 








SENSATIONAL VALU 
SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 
ENGAGEMENT AND WEDDING RINGS 
per set 
only $] of 2 rings 
You'll love these vinge—the sim- 


ulated diamonds loc like a 
**million dollars’’ and sparkle 






caign Smart Fashions ® 
© LEARN AT HOME-SPARE TIME 


g fee Des sign own wi ardrobe at con- 
sa Z ir 


“Dr 
¢ E 









Fas wierd ag 
bl 


course under | 

provides excellent starting 
or. Send for free booklet. **Ad- | 

ventures In ‘Dress Design. | 








Chicago 14, Ill. 


roe 


ser Yo Music Per mee o. ee HOUSE OF RINGS”. 
REM CO., “ 
HEED Wo church St. Dept. 415, New York 7, N.Y. —- 


with many stones, Order today 
DESIGN fioNey.” 7 ‘a a ® ST 
NATIONAL Sonee) oF. peas ESI BON Tpostage tor stman only 1 


835 Diversey Parkway, — 


SONG POEMS 


%& Submit one or more of your best poems 
*” for free examination. Any subject. Send 
poem for details and information. 


you send $1 cash with order we 
GU ARANTEE: 





Phonograph Records Made 


* | 
* ‘FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS | 
> 4 228 Beacon Bldg., Boston 8, Mass. — | 


AMAZING PAZO ACTS TO 


RELIEVE PAIN 
OF SIMPLE PILES 
INSTANTLY 


Speed amazing relief from miseries of 
simple piles, with soothing Pazo*! Acts 
to relieve pain, itching instantly—soothes 
inflamed tissues—lubricates dry, hard- 
ened parts—helps prevent cracking, sore- 
ness—reduce swelling. You get real com- 
forting help. Don’t suffer needless torture 
from simple piles. Get Pazo for fast, won- 
derful relief. Ask your doctor about it. 
Suppository form—also tubes with per- 
forated pile pipe for easy application. 

*Pazo Oiniment and Suppositories® | 


Write now 


fullorspare time. T: 
orders for nationally 
advertised line of Sweet 


a ast selling products. 

We show you how. 
We send you every- 
thing you need. Write Today for FREE samples and 
big Agents sample case offer. Don't delay, wr tenow! 
VALMOR PRODUCTS Eo- Dept. S-123 
2451 S. Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Ulinois 








LS 


He flung it out as if it were an obscenity. 

I all but screamed at the man and wom- 
an. Clenched hand flying, I cried out wild- 
lv: “Get out! Get out before I kill you. 
you scum!” 

It all happened so quickly I didn’t know 
Hugh was standing behind me in the hall. 
My eyes suddenly focused on him in the 
large mirror over the mantel. None of us 
heard him come in the house. I spun 
around. His brother exclaimed in a choked 
voice. “Hugh! Hugh my boy! We came 
when we could!” 

Hugh looked at his brother, then at me. 
The whole thing seemed like a tableau. I 
knew at that moment he was suffering more 
than any of us dreamed. In his bared emo- 
tions he looked stripped of everything but 
the fact he was a minor. What had I done 
to him? Had I really sinned in coveting 
his youth? I put a trembling hand on his 
arm. 

“Hugh,” I begged, “I’m not wrong. am 
I?” He looked haggard all of a sudden, 
but he could only stare silently. first at 
me, then at his brother. It seemed as if 
something struck him hard across the face. 
He moved backward a few steps toward 
the front door. Both Carl Gaines and I 
called out his name, but Hugh walked 
swiftly out into the street. I stood stunned. 

None of us in the room spoke. In that 
moment of misery and bewilderment I felt 
a nameless if wavering pity for Lorraine 
and Carl Gaines. I had married Hugh 
knowing his true age. I loved him whether 
he wasn’t quite 19 and would even if he 
were three times that. Because I had, then 
it did seem natural to them to label me 
cradle snatcher and enemy. But Hugh was 
my life. I looked at them from eyes wet 
with tears. 

The couple got themselves together. Out- 
side could be heard the meshing of car 
gears. They rushed from the reom for the 
opened street door. Clutching her beaded 
bag Lorraine Gaines exclaimed, “you 
should be ashamed of yourself. I would!” 
The door slammed behind them. 

I made my way upstairs. Stretching 
across Hugh’s bed I wept noisily. I 
couldn’t go through the agony again of 
wondering whether I had lost Hugh Gaines. 
His early experience with a young girl 
had left him unsure. With me, he knew 
real happiness at last. Was it so wrong 
then to love him. simply because he was 
younger than I? Who dared judge? Over 
and over I moaned, “I don’t know, I don’t 
know!” I lay there for hours. 

I fell asleep, daylight bringing me out of 
it suddenly. Hugh had not returned. The 
other bed was empty, the house was still. 
Dragging on a cigarette and not daring to 
look in the mirror I moved wearily into 
the hall. At the head of the stairs, I 
looked down into the upraised face of my 
husband. Slowly he stared up. eyes on 
mine. With a little cry, I met him half 
way and was in his outstretched arms. 

Lips moving against my hair, he said: 
“Honey, I just wasn’t up to all that. I 
couldn't take it. I was scared I wouldn't 


70 


say the right thing. Carl gets the best of 
me. I’m sorry about running out on you.” 
We sat down on the step, his arm about 
me, “I drove around all night. I kept park- 
ing until the cops made me move on. I had 
to think alone, Vicki,” he said. 

“T understand, Hugh, I think I do,” I 
replied. 

He went on. “I can’t take any more of 
those half-boy, half-man cracks. Why don't 
they leave me alone, all of them?” He drew 
me closer to his broad shoulder. “We’re 
not asking any of them for a thing.” he 
sighed. “Stick by me. Vicki. I can fight 
them that way. I know that now.” 

I told myself then and there that my 
husband’s happiness would be all that mat- 
tered in the long run. No selfish family 
would hurt him or turn him around if I 
could help it. He was no mere boy but 
a vital person. I hated any family blow- 
up, but I was determined that my husband 
come first. 


N THE DAYS that closely followed, Lor- 

raine and Carl Gaines made no bones 
about where they stood. It was with effort 
that I kept myself together as I went about 
work routine. Second sense seldom failed 
me, Something was brewing I felt. Gos- 
sip had started crackling all around and 
even beyond the Bay area. 

Evidently Dr. Hall was busy advising 
the Gaineses. who were staying at his 
house in Berkeley. Hugh never went near 
them or returned any of their calls. We 
stayed close at home, happy with each 
other. 

The first either of us knew of the plans 
cooked up by the threesome was when a 
reporter from Jet showed up one morn- 
ing at the office. We were thrown for a 
loss when he asked whether I was Mrs. 
Hugh Gaines and whether I had any state- 
ment before annulment proceedings began. 
It was then we learned that Carl Gaines, 
through Dr. Hill’s lawyer. was moving as 
Hugh’s self-designated guardian to have 
our marriage annulled because of Hugh’s 
age! 

We drove over to Berkeley determined 
to see Lorraine and Carl. We got as far as 
Dr. Hall’s porch. Carl talked to us at the 
door. He was icy and insisted that he -felt 
duty-bound to protect Hugh against even- 
tually losing his legacy through me. If I 
hadn’t half dragged Hugh to the car, he 
would surely have yanked spluttering Carl 
through that door and whipped him. Nosy 
neighbors snooped after us as we drove 
off, around two passing cars which had 
slowed to look on. 

Unknown to Hugh, I later called Lor- 
raine. The whole thing would only be a 
mess I pointed out. I don’t care about my- 
self, but think of Hugh I added. Her sole 
reply was: “You framed him into marrying 
you.” I hung up. 

It was time then for me to get in some 
fast footwork of my own. I had nothing to 
be ashamed of in anybody’s book. My law- 
yer not only managed to have the hearing 
postponed, but arranged for it to be held 


privately in the judge’s chambers. Spee. 
ulation was high. The busybodies never 
had it so good. 

I never told Hugh of the unsigned let. 
ters and anonymous phone calls which 
came to me, calling me dirty things. One 
letter came all the way from Detroit. | 
felt nothing but pity for every sender, ever 
caller. 

Hugh seemed to grow taller, straighter, 
more sure of himself each day. Often, | 
would study him wondering whether in the 
end any kind of backlash would weigh 
him down. Would we ever be left to our. 
selves, 1 wondered? He was all man, my 
man. If such were possible, I felt love for 
him in those days grow even stronger. 

The day of the hearing came—a grey 
shivery day. The damp fog rolled in early 
to seitle. The Gaineses with their poker. 
face host and their lawyer were in the 
chambers when we arrived. In a body, they 
ignored us. The judge came right to the 
point. He admitted careful study of Hugh's 
background, as prepared by our lawyer. 
He frankly failed to see at that moment, he 
said. cause for Carl’s petition but he 
wished to be fair to all concerned. 

Carl beat his lawyer to the draw. He 
explained that he was better fixed now to 
look out for his younger brother. I winced 
at that, avoiding Hugh’s face. Carl only 
wanted the family together. Oh, he had 
no personal feelings against me, he added, 
only he felt that until Hugh was of age he 
needed an older brother instead of an 
older wife. “‘He’s not really delinquent. 
just headstrong.” Wistfully he smiled at 
the judge and eased back into his chair. 

The judge looked at Hugh and asked, 
“How do you feel about it?” 

Hugh spoke slowly, as if talking to hin- 
self. “I only know that because a person 
may not be old in years that doesn’t say 
that he can’t see and think older. I do. 
But my brother thinks I’m a criminal or 
something because my wife is older. There 
are lots of men younger than their wives. 
She didn’t point any gun at me. I mar 
ried because I love her.” 

The judge took his glasses off and 
twirled them as he watched Hugh. “It’s 
funny.” Hugh went on, “all this time I’ve 
been knocking around, he didn’t put him- 
self out too much about me. I needed 
somebody close when I was 14, right after 
our folks got killed. I just lived with my 
brother and his wife, that’s all. I was more 
a roomer than a kid brother. I got a job 
and I’ve had one ever since.” 

He looked over at his brother. “Now 
they want to break up my marriage and 
take me back to Detroit. I’m the one who 
is no fool, your Honor.” Hugh’s voice rose 
higher and wavered some. “They're not 
really worried about me—it’s that house 
and money they want.” 

Carl Gaines jumped to his feet. His wife 
tugged at his arm trying to pull him back 
into the chair. “That’s a lie!” he ex 
claimed. “I’m only trying to help!” Leap 
ing to his feet Hugh cried back, “Help 
me? Help me? Is this your idea of help? 
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You bring us in here like prisoners and 
put us on every front page besides!” 

The judge struck his knuckles sharply 
against the desk top and demanded order. 
“You forget yourselves.” he said sternly. 
remember. I do 
Hall’s eyes 


“These are my chambers. 
the only yelling in here.” Dr. 
popped. The tension in the room was ter- 
rific. 

Most of it seemed like a bad dream to 
me. Surely, I couldn’t be in the midst of 
such a thing. but I was. All the old fears 
and doubts began taking shape again as I 
Was I right marrying Hugh and 
his 


sat there. 
bringing all this nightmare 
head? Should I have stayed in my own age 
bracket? I kept telling myself he wanted 
me. needed me. I put a hand to my fore- 
head. shutting my eyes. 

Hugh touched me, bringing me to. Open- 


down on 


ing my eyes, I found his searching mine 
quickly and surely before he spoke. He 
said softly: “Don’t be scared. Vicki.” He 


held my gaze for a second then patted my 
hand. He said: “The judge was saying he 
wants you and the others to wait outside.” 
My heart jumped. Impulsively I found his 
hand and clung to it. Then I got up and 
left the room. 

Never in all my life have I felt so alone 
as I did in that small anteroom. The others 
sat on a long leather divan. After taking 
a fast hard look at me, they got settled and 
talked quietly among themselves, I sat in 
a chair on the opposite side of the room, 
looking absently into space. Once. I caught 
Dr. Hall inspecting my ankles. Startled. 
he looked sheepish and tried inspecting 
the picture hanging on the wall behind me. 
You old devil, I thought. 

Ten minutes later, all of us were back in 
the chambers once more. 

The judge was standing by the window 
looking out as we took our places. Hugh’s 
smooth face was He 
wouldn’t look at around 
finally, the judge let his gaze take us all 
in slowly, one by one. He cleared his 
throat. “I never like to see brother against 
brother,” he said. “children against par- 
ents. wife against husband. I preside 
this court, however. because I am expected 
to judge such cases. Each one always does 
something to me. Many times, it’s hard to 
judge people.” 

He sat behind the large desk 
voice filled the room as he went on, “How- 
in this day and time I see lots of 
young men older than their years meas- 
uring up to and beyond some of the old 
heads.” He looked sideways at me. 

“If two people are right for 
then neither age nor anything else gets in 
the way. I can’t see any disgrace in a wife 
being older. It often helps.” His atten- 
tion swung sharply to Carl Gaines as he 
leaned forward and put his arms on the 
desk. 

He continued: “I like Hugh. 
fairly well so far. I'd be proud to have 
him for a brother.” Carl pushed his chair 
back to struggle to his feet. The judge 
“Sit 
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He’s done 


eyed him. His voice was unchanged. 
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down,” he advised. “I’m talking now. I 
have no proof but I do have the notion you 
probably encouraged that unfortunate 
young woman in Los Angeles to come out 
here to make trouble. She was your ace 
ard for just such a time.” 

The man fascinated me: He was cool 
ll right and in full command. “I’ve stud- 
ed this case for evidence of undue in- 
fluence to trap this boy into marriage,” he 
aid. 

Carl’s lawyer got in a word. He pointed 
ut that the property was never to leave 
the Gaines family. Suppose something 
happened to Hugh before he was 21? As 

is widow, I would get it. I flushed. My 
name was Gaines, true, but I wanted no 
part of any property or money, I wanted to 
scream out at them all. The judge aimed 
his words directly at Carl. 

“Is it the property you’re interested in 
or your brother’s future?” 


Carl long ago had stopped smiling. His 
face was tight and set. “Both,” he said 
loudly. I caught my breath at that. 

The judge said, “I wouldn’t worry about 
it any more if I were you, Mr. Gaines. 
Both will be in good hands.” He stood. 
His finger touched a button. “Annulment 
lenied,” he spoke with finality. “That will 
be all.” He gave a brief nod. 

Lorraine Gaines was thunderstruck. All 
of them began talking at once. I caught 
the word “appeal.” An attendant stood in 
the open door and announced, “This way. 
please.” The judge leaned across his desk 
and offered his hand to Hugh. “Good luck 
to both of you,” he said. I wanted to kiss 


him. 


LITTLE knot of people surrounded 
*+* Lorraine and Carl when he went out 
to the elevator. Three were writing as Carl 
answered questions. Among them I recog- 
nized the reporter who came to check on 
me. He made a beeline for us. A woman 
reporter was close on his heels. Hugh 
fended them off with, “Nothing to say. See 
them, they can tell you.” 

He took my arm. We headed for the 
stairs. As we did, I overheard the woman 
reporter say. “Humph! I don’t blame her. 
I'd fight for him myself!” 

On the next landing, Hugh put his arm 
about me and kissed me soundly. He 
grinned. “Hey now!” he said, and kissed 
me again. I had to hold on to my hat with 
one hand. He spoke in snatches. “Judge 
King told me first thing that I was to tell 
you is,” again his lips smacked mine with 
a loud kiss. “we should have a baby.” I 
echoed, “A baby?” He grinned content- 
edly and replied, “That’s what the man 
said, you heard me.” 

A woman coming up the stairs stopped, 
mouth open, when she saw us. We paid 
her no attention. Besides, all I could have 
done anyway was to give her a helpless 
shrug. With my husband’s soft, eager lips 
on mine. after all I’'d been through. I would 
gladly have slid down the banister after 
him if he wished. 

“Let’s go home, Vicki.” my husband 
said. picking up my hat from the landing. 
Hand in hand, we walked on down the 
stairs and out into the morning sun, feeble 
as it was. As I walked, I asked myself 
again should there be such a thing as “right 
age” for marriage? Will time alone tell in 
my case? What do you think? END 





Fugitive From Lust 
(Continued from Page 45) 


and ashamed of what I had done to do 
more than lie on my cot, refusing to eat or 
to talk to anyone. My sister had been 
right; I had too much imagination, I'd 
made myself believe that Bryan was in 
love with me. but the romance I thought 
I'd found was no more real than the hun- 
dreds I’d seen in the movies. 

Sooner or later the picture is over and 
no matter how beautiful the love story, 
“The End” flashes on the screen and the 
lights go on and you're back in the world 
ol reality. 

Lying there in my tiny room I realized 
that I'd done wrong. that I had sinned and 
the shame and anguish that I suffered were 
only part of the price I must pay. But one 
thing I knew, dreams are for the young; 
I'd grown up overnight and, come what 
may, | was now a woman. 

On the second day, the matron came for 
me. She had to practically force me into 
the clean dress she’d brought and then led 
me firmly by the arm downstairs into the 
supervisor’s office. I was inside before I 
saw Bryan and his mother there. Ted was 
there, too. Fran got up and put her arm 
around me but I started crying, begging 
the matron to take me away. 


72 


But the supervisor, a gray-haired wom- 
an, sternly ordered me to sit down. “Please 
continue, Mrs. Owens.” she said to Bryan’s 
mother. 

Mrs. Owens flashed me a friendly smile 
and said, “Even if you don’t believe that 
something wrong has been going on be- 
tween this young girl and her brother-in- 
law, there’s something else you should 
know, Mrs. Stokes.” 

“And what is that? The girl’s sister has 
just denied the charges you and your son 
have made.” 

“Tell her, Bryan.” 

Bryan stood up, a scared look on his 
face. But when he spoke, his voice was 
firm. “Mrs. Stokes, I’ve got to marry 
Jenny.” 

Ted jumped up yelling. “No! He can’t 
do that. The girl is under age. I insist 
that she come back home where she be- 
longs.” 

The supervisor silenced him with a wave 
of her hand. “Please go on, young man.” 

Bryan took a deep breath. “Well, that 
day in the barn—Jenny and I sort of— 
well, we—” 

Mrs. Stokes raised her eyebrows and 
looked questioningly at me. My expres- 
sion must have told her it was true. “Hmm, 
this throws a different light on matters,” 

(Continued on Page 76) 


Can A 
Woman 
Find Love 
After Fifty? 


(Continued from Page 11) 


looked nor felt my fifty years. The reason, 
of course. was Arthur Clark. The doubts 
Angie had expressed made me think about 
the unusual way we had met. 

It had been a dull, drizzly day about six 
months earlier. I was hurrying to the hos- 
pital where I’d been working as a nurse’s 
aide for several years, ever since the death 
of my husband left me alone and with 
nothing to occupy my mind and my time. 

I was crossing the street, my head bent 
against the driving rain, my umbrella 
blocking my vision. At the very instant I 
became aware of my carelessness. I heard 
a chilling screech of brakes and warning 
shouts from several pedestrians. 

But the Lord was with me that day. I 
glanced up. horrified as a car loomed in 
front of me, but the bumper nudged me 
gently and sat me down on the wet pave- 
ment. I was not hurt, just surprised, and 
all I could think of was that I'd be late for 
work. I started *to get to my feet, but 
anxious voices warned me not to move un- 
til the ambulance arrived. 

“Ambulance. nothing!” I declared. “I’ve 
got to get to work.” I brushed away their 
restraining hands and stood up. The back 
of my dress was wet and dirty and I was 
more worried about that than anything 
else. 

I felt a firm grip on my elbow. The 
hand belonged to a stocky man, about my 
own age, I judged, whose pleasant face 
was full of concern. “It was my car that 
hit you, ma’am,” he said gravely. “If you 
won't wait for an ambulance, then I'll have 
to take you to a hospital to make sure 
you're all right.” 

Something in his steady brown eyes 
warned me that it would be useless to argue 
with him. So I said, “Very well. Take me 
to Community Hospital.” 

He helped me into his car. “You have 
a doctor there?” 

“No.” I said firmly. “I work there. And 
please hurry, because I’m late!” 

He took off his hat and mopped his 
forehead. His close-cropped hair was 
startlingly white and I wondered whether 
he was older than he looked or had greyed 
prematurely. He chuckled and his voice 
was gruff, but good-natured. 

“You certainly gave me a scare, ma am. 
That’s the first time I’ve ever hit anyone in 
all the years I’ve been driving,” he told me. 

“Well, your record’s still clean. The car 
barely touched me,” I said, a little irritably 
because I was angry with myself for being 
so careless. 

“Just the same, I’ll breathe easier after 
the doctor has examined you.” 
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“There’s nothing wrong with me! See 


for yourself,” I insisted. 

He glanced sidelong at me and his eyes 
twinkled. “I don’t see a thing wrong!” he 
declared. 

I felt the blood rushing to my neck and 
ears. The way he said it made it a com- 
pliment such as I hadn’t received in many 
a year. I was blushing like a school girl, 
yet I pretended not to notice his frankly 
admiring gaze. 

By the time we got to the hospital. we 
had introduced ourselves and Arthur told 
me about the auto trip he had planned. 
“Of course, I'll have to put it off now.” he 
added quickly, “at least until this thing is 
settled.” 

“That won’t be necessary. I can take 
care of myself. I’ve been doing it for al- 
most 15 years. my husband 
passed.” I told him. 

He stared at me with increased interest. 
“You're a widow?” 

“Anything strange about that? Believe 
it or not. there are 6.376.000 widows in this 
country.” I said, recalling something I'd 
read in one of the reports at the hospital. 

“I’m a widower,” he announced, then 


ever since 


waited expectantly. 

I quoted the rest of the statistics I’d 
read. “There are only 2.134.000 widowers. 
so we outnumber you men three to one.” 

“If that’s the case.” he said reflectively, 
“when people like us meet. maybe we 
ought to keep in touch.” 

I soon discovered that he really meant 
that. Much to my chagrin. the doctors at 
the hospital ordered me to go home and 
stay in bed for a few days. 

Angie had rushed over the minute she 
got word and despite my protests that it 
wasn’t necessary, she stayed with me and 
waited on me as if I were a helpless in- 
valid. Julian slept at home. but he would 
take his dinner with us after leaving the law 
ofice he shared with two other attorneys. 

“We're lucky to have a lawyer in the 
family.” Angie said the first night as I re- 
told the story for Julian’s benefit. “Mr. 
Clark will find out it doesn’t pay to run 
over defenseless widows. Why. he might 
have killed you. Mother!” 

“Oh. don’t be so- bloodthirsty, Angie.” I 
chided. “Besides, it was mostly my fault.” 

“Well. for heaven’s sake don’t tell the 
jury that.” she cautioned. 

Julian puffed on his pipe for a moment, 
then said, “I hate to bring up this little 
point. but does the defendant have any 
money ?” 

“Well. he’s got a car.” Angie snapped. 
“We'll settle for that. What kind of car 
was it. Mother?” 

I shook my head. “I don’t know..- It was 
very nice; big and shiny. But I’m not go- 
ing to court and make a big fuss over that 
little accident. He was very sorry it hap- 
pened,” I added. 


EN DAYS later I was back at work, but 
Arthur continued to call, often picking 
me up at the hospital and driving me home. 
Since Arthur had gladly paid what: few 


expenses there were. Angie grudgingly ad- 
mitted that he genuinely wanted to be my 
friend. I 
after Arthur and I had our first date. 
“Mother’s got herself a steady beau now. 


remember how she teased me 


Honey.” she said to Julian. “Guess where 
he took her to dinner—to the Rainbow 
Nothing but the best for the older 
generation.” 

“T think it’s swell.” he said happily. 

“Yes, isn’t it?” Angie said. but ‘there 
was disapproval in her voice. 

As the weeks passed and Arthur con- 
tinued to call. Angie seemed to get a little 


Room! 


worried. 
“How’s the romance progressing?” Jul- 
ian asked me one evening. 
“Laugh if you want to. young man,” I 
said. “but Arthur is more active than a 
lot of men half his age. Why. just being 
around him has made me feel younger than 
I have in years.” 
“So that’s the 
“You're looking prettier every day.” 
Angie sniffed. “I think it’s disgusting 
the way you encourage her. Julian. A 
woman of fifty has no business acting like 


secret!” he laughed. 


a moonstruck calf.” 
My son-in-law winked at me. “You two 


youngsters haven’t set a date yet, have 
you?” 

“Julian! This is nothing to joke about,” 
Angie said sharply. 

“Who’s joking? Statistics show that the 
second year of widowhood is the most 
favorable time for remarriage.” 

“T will not let my mother make a fool of 
herself!” 

I didn’t argue with her, but after they 
left for home, I tried to analyze my feeling 
for Arthur. He was a gruff. hearty man. 
but had an inner gentleness that never 
failed to amaze me. He was kind and con- 
siderate and when I was with him I felt 
emotions stirring inside me that I thought 
had died long ago. 

This, I decided, was the real reason for 
my daughter’s violent objections—the 
thought that her mother, a woman of fifty. 
might at that late date have physical feel- 
ings for a man. But. studying myself in 
the mirror, I found nothing so revolting in 
the idea. 

Arthur was so virile and full of life that 
he had awakened desires that were thrill- 
ing. and at the same time not a little dis- 
turbing. I had heard a lot of things about 
the effect of the change of life on physical 
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love and had even heard it said that sat- 
sfactory relations with a man were vir- 
tually impossible for a woman my age. 

Of course. I realized that a lot of it was 
just hearsay and not based on fact. so I] 
talked over my problem with the head 
jurse at the hospital. She showed me Dr. 
Joseph Rety’s book. “Transition Years.” 
vhich reported that while 44 per cent of 
\merican women come to menopause when 
they are between 45 and 49 years old. fully 
30 per cent are from 50 to 54 years when 
they reach that period in life. 

Nurse Johnson sympathized with me. and 
pointed out that women in this country live 
longer than males and that the difference 
n longevity between the sexes is increas- 
ing. The average length of life for women 
n 1948 was 71.0 years. she said. over five 
years more than the male average of 65.5 
years. 

“When you consider that the average 
woman is three years younger than her 
husband at marriage. and that she has a 
five-year greater life span. then you can 
see she will most probably survive her 
husband by eight years.” she said. 

Reading the figures published by the 
U. S. Census Bureau. I found that of the 
women in my age group (45 to 54 years). 
2.4 per cent were divorced, 7.9 per cent 
were still single. 77.5 per cent were mar- 
ried. and 12.2 per cent were like myself 
widowed. 

The hospital library was well-stocked 
with books on the subject and Nurse John- 
son told me the ones to read. In one book. 
[ read that “This large group of widows 
most of whom have little chance for an- 
other marriage—are faced with a number 
of difficult problems. Not the least is the 
problem of still active sex desire for the 
substantial numbers in their 40’s and early 
»0)’s " 

In the quiet of the library. I recalled 
vith a ridiculously youthful thrill of ex- 
citement the night Arthur had taken me to 
a dance sponsored by the men’s club he be- 
longed to. I had impulsively bought myself 
a daring gown that I would not have dared 
show Angie, 

But when I saw the admiring glances of 
Arthur’s friends and the adoring. yet mis- 
chievous look in his eyes. I was glad I had 
vielded to that impulse. I was secretly 
proud of my smooth shoulders exposed by 
1e gown and the lilting music helped me 
recapture my half-forgotten youth. 

Swaying to the rhythm of the music and 
feeling Arthur’s strong arms around me. 
[ began to experience again the intense 
yearning for affection. For the first time in 
years. I realized what the loss of my hus- 
band had meant in terms of love and the 
accompanying surrender to the pursuing 


male. 

“You're a remarkable woman, Lora.” 
Arthur had said to me at my door that 
night. 

“Because I dared to wear a gown like 
this?” I teased. 

“Because you're so beautiful in it!” He 
took my hand and held it tight. “I never 
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thought I'd find anyone like you. Lora. 
And don’t think I haven’t looked. because 
IT have. I need a woman—-I need you.” 

“There’s still life in the old boy yet. 
eh?” T said lightly. 

His voice became husky. “More than 
vou think!” He pulled me to him and his 
kiss caught me by surprise. An even bigger 
surprise—in fact. a shock—-was the way 
my lips responded. eagerly: and a hunger 
rose up in me that virtually drained away 
my strength. 

I tried to keep a tight rein on my run- 
away emotions. No! This is all wrong. I 
kept telling myself. and all the time my 
arms were clinging tighter and my heart 
was racing faster. faster 

With an effort. I brought my memory 
back to my reading. In “Psychological Fac- 
tors in Marital Happiness.” by Lewis M. 
Terman. I found that “At every age there 
are men and women who prefer no inter- 
course at all. Yet there are women 
at every age interval up to 55 who prefer 
15 or more copulations per month.” 

A chart in the book showed that 66.9 per 
cent of a group of women 45 to 54 years 
old expressed a desire for intercourse one 
to four times a month. More than one- 
fourth, 26 per cent. of this’ same age group. 
preferred 5 to 12 times a month. 

Amazingly. 50 per cent of the women 
Terman interviewed over 55 desired rela- 
tions one to four times a month. although 
the other half expressed no desire at all. 


N ANOTHER book I saw a reference to 

Terman’s survey and the comment: 
“Equally noteworthy is his evidence that 
sex desire for a majority of women con- 
tinues well into the 50’s. past the meno- 
pause. 

“This creates a problem for non-married 
women in the older age groups. But for 
the married woman. it means a_ natural 
continuation of a vital part of her marriage 
relationship.” 

Further talks with Nurse Johnson con- 
vinced me that there was nothing wrong. 
morally or psychologically. with the way 
I felt about Arthur. Love after fifty was 
not only possible. but highly desirable—if 
you can find it. I decided. 

But my problem was only half solved. | 
soon discovered. Angie was vet to be con- 
vinced that I was not making a fool of my- 
self. But I had no idea how violent her 
opposition was until the night I broke the 
news. 

Arthur picked me up at the hospital one 
evening and we drove out into the country. 
He was unusually quiet. but I waited until 
he was ready to tell me what was on his 
mind. 

“Tt’s about us. Lora.” he said at last. 
after we had parked on a hill overlooking 
the city. “I'd like to know where we stand 
before I go away.” 

“You're leaving?” My voice quivered 
with anxiety and dismay. 

“That trip I postponed after you got 
hurt,” he told me. “Ive got to take it now. 





You see. I drive down to my sister’s every 
year.” 

I nodded. “Yes, I remember your telling 
me about her place. It must be lovely.” 

He lifted my face and studied it intently. 
“Won't you come with me. Lora?” 

“It would be nice. Arthur, but my good- 
ness! They can’t spare me at the hospital. 
They re understaffed as it is.” I said. 

“This weuldn’t be just a trip.” he said. 
“Td like it to be a honeymoon.” 

“Oh. Arthur!” 

He kissed me tenderly and laid my head 
on his shoulder. “I love you. Lora.” he 
murmured. “It’s not the same as when I 
was a young man. but it’s just as real and 
so strong I can’t bear the thought of not 
having you.” 

“T know what you mean. darling.” | 
whispered. “It’s like that with me. too.” 

“Then you will marry me?” he asked 
eagerly. 

“TT don’t know. You see. there's 
Angie—” 

“But your daughter’s a grown woman 
and married. You can’t let her run your 
life for you.” . 

“Tt’s not that. Arthur. But I can’t get 
rid of the feeling that maybe she’s right. 
Maybe it would be a mistake to begin a 
marriage at our age.” 

He turned away from me. angry and 
hurt. “If you’re that uncertain, then | 
guess you don’t love me.” he said. 

“Oh. but I do. darling! I do!” 

“Then forget what Angie says. She'll 
get over it in due time.” 

I wasn’t convinced. but in my heart | 
hoped that something would happen to 
change Angie’s mind, Something did hap- 
pen, but, if anything. it made her more ob- 
stinate than ever. 

It started when I went for my weekly 
visit. During dinner, Julian mentioned 
casually that Arthur had been to see him 
at the office. 

“Wants to make sure Mother’s not go- 
ing to sue him for that accident.” Angie 
ventured. “Now that we know he _ has 
money. I don’t see what you’re waiting for. 
Julian.” 

“Hush that kind of talk!” I commanded. 
“There'll be no suit, and that’s that. What 
did Arthur want?” I asked Julian. 

“Well. it was the funniest thing. Usually 
the child asks the parent’s permission, but 
he asked me if he could marry you.” 

“The nerve of the man!” Angie burst 
out. 

“Not in so many words, of course.” 
Julian went on. “but he just wanted to 
make sure that Angie and I approved.” 

I took a deep breath. “Naturally, we'd 
like to-have your biessing, but I’m going 
to marry him regardless,” I said firmly. 

“Good for you!” Julian reached over and 
patted my hand. 

But Angie hit the ceiling. That’s when 
she called me an old fool. said the idea was 
downright indecent. 

Now, alone in the kitchen, I wondered 
whether after all these years, my daughter 
and I would have a serious falling out. The 
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voices of the two young people came to me 
from the other room. 

but that’s only you didn’t 
father!” Angie was saying to 


because 

snow my 

Julian. 
“But what difference does that make?” 


This 


“My father was a cultured man. 
Clark fellow talks like a ditch-digger: he’s 
o loud and coarse.” Her voice rose 
shrilly. “Mother’s a hundred times too 


cood for him!” 
: | sighed and went out to get my things. 
| \ngie gave me a chilly goodnight. and 
ince it wasn’t late, I declined Julian’s of- 
fer to drive me home. I preferred to walk 
| and to think. 

What Angie had said was all too true. 
Arthur was the exact opposite of my first 
husband. That was one of the things that 
surprised me—how I could be attracted to 
someone so different from the man I had 


lived with so long. 

Angie made Arthur seem worthless by 
comparison; it wasn’t that, as far as I was 
{ oncerned. Maybe Arthur did swear now 
i ind then. and take a drink, things my late 
: husband never did. But my fear was that 
i I'd never adjust to someone like Arthur, 
i living with him day after day. 

So the next day at the hospital. I told 
Nurse Johnson what had happened. “What 
f are you going to do about it?” she asked. 

“What can I do?” I shrugged hopeless- 

“I'll write him a letter and try to ex- 
plain why I can’t marry him. If. you don't 
1eed me. I'd like to go upstairs and write 
he letter right after I get through in the 


O. B. ward.” I told her. 
She gave me an understanding smile. 
Sure. Take all the time you want,” she 
told me. 


N HOUR LATER. I went up to the 


+4 library and sat down at the long table. 


The blank sheet of paper stared up at me 
as I tried to think of a way to begin the 
letter. I made several starts. but discarded 
them all. Then. as I glanced desperately 
about. I noticed a book laying open on the 
table. 

It was by Dr. Paul Popenoe. the famous 
marriage counsellor. My eye fell on a pass- 
age that had been underlined: 

“Tf you choose a new husband because 
he reminds you of the old one. you'll be 
continually comparing him with No. 1. 
and. of course, he'll suffer by comparison. 
By all means. make it a point to select a 
man who is. in many important ways, en- 
tirely unlike your first husband. 

“You are not going to continue your 
early marriage in a new chapter or sec- 
ond installment. You are going to start an 
entirely new marriage. It’s only by going 
ahead in that spirit that you can avoid dis- 
illusionment.” 

I re-read these words again and again 
and suddenly I realized what was behind 
Angie’s unreasonable attitude. She wanted 
a step-father who would be the reincar- 
nation of her father—the very thing that 
would be unwise for me. 

And I knew suddenly that there was no 
need to write that letter because I would 
marry Arthur and take that honeymoon 
trip with him. 

Arthur and I were married at City Hall 
the day we left for his sister’s. Angie. 


* sullen but resigned. was there with Julian. 


who made no bones about how delighted 
Nurse Johnson matron of 


THE END 


he was. was 


honor. 
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Fugitive From Lust 


(Continued from Page 72) 
J & 


she said. “How old are you?” she asked 
Bryan. 

“He'll be 19 next month.” Mrs. Owens 
said, “When he told me what had hap- 
pened. I told him it was the right thing to 
do.” 

Fran’s arm tightened around my shoul- 
der. “I agree.” she said. “and I’m sure 
Aunt Em will give her consent.” 

Ted started to protest. but when all eyes 
were turned on him. he must have realized 
how it sounded because he shut up quick- 
ly. Bryan came over to me and took my 
hands. “Nobody has asked Jenny what she 
thinks.” he said. then added softly, “It’s 
up to you. darling.” 

“Tf you think it’s the right thing—” 

“T think it’s the only thing to do,” he 
insisted. “You see. I love you.” 

I went into his arms and it was sweet to 
be there. I saw Ted. his face distorted with 
jealous rage. turn and stomp out of the 
office. Then Bryan’s lips found mine and 
there were just the two of us with the 
promise of a lifetime of love ahead. 


THE END 


Trapped 

By 

Love 
(Continued from Page 29) 


| knew I should have walked out right 
then. but on second thought I questioned 
my right to make a moral judgment on her. 
Here was a human being in trouble. and 
my instincts as a nurse got the upper hand. 
I sank to the edge of the chair. 

“T don’t need a doctor now.” Ardella 
told me. “I found one and it’s all over 
now.” 

“But you’re sick.” 

She nodded. “Weak as a cat. Shelton 
will be home in a couple of days and Lord 
knows what'll happen if he starts nosing 
around.” 

“That’s a chance you'll have to take.” | 
said sternly. laying my hand on her fore- 
head and finding it feverish. “There’s no 
telling what that butcher did to you. You 
belong in a hospital.” 

“All I need is time to get on my feet 
again. | want you to come up to our sum- 
mer place with me. When Shelton comes 
I'll be in bed and you can keep him away 
from me.” 

“You're in no condition to travel,” I said 
flatly. “Besides, it won't work. Your hus- 
band will want to talk with your doctor.” 

“lve thought about that.” she said im- 
patiently. + “There’s a Dr. James who left 
for California a few days ago. You can 
tell Shelton that Dr. James left you in com- 
plete charge because I'm all right now ex- 
cept for needing a few days more rest.” 

I shook my head. “You're asking me to 
do something I wouldn't do for my own sis- 
ter. While you were running around hav- 
ing a good time. I was slaving my way 
through nurse’s training! If you think I’m 
going to mess up my career by covering up 
for you. you're crazy!” 

“I'm not asking for any favors. you 
know.” 

My hand flew to the bills stuffed into my 
pocket, Norman’s words flitted through my 
mind, the words he’d whispered that night 

“Sure I want to marry you, baby. but 
you know how much an interne makes— 
not enough to buy cigarettes!” With this 
money we could... 

“It’s too risky.” I said, my resolve wav- 
“Suppose your husband gets sus- 
999 


ering. 
picious 

“You could make him believe you.” she 
coaxed. “He’d never think of questioning 
your word. All you have to do is stay with 
me and keep him away until I’m on my feet 
again.” 

“It’s my duty to report something like 
this.” My voice didn’t carry the conviction 
it should have and Ardella pressed her ar- 
gument. 

“Forget you’re an angel in white,” she 
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snapped. “You’re a woman. Think of all 
the things that money will buy!” 

I was thinking—hard! I couldn’t pre- | 
tend I didn’t long for pretty things, nice 
clothes and money to spend for some of the | 
luxuries. But I would never have gotten 
involved in such a business to get even 
those things I’d had to do without for so 
long. There was only one thing I wanted, 
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No one could know how hard | worked 
to get the R.N. degree I was so proud of. 

[ just couldn’t jeopardize all that to help 

woman who meant nothing to me, and I 
was sure that if I dared tell Norman he’d 
ever let me go through with Ardella’s 
scheme, 

No, I decided, even if it meant postpon- 
ng our marriage indefinitely. | must not go 
against my principles and my sworn duty 
as a nurse. Norman’s handsome. smiling 
face materialized in my mind and, as al- 
ways, the thought of him made my heart 
beat faster. 

I'd fallen in love with him shortly after 
he’d come to the hospital as an interne al- 
most nine months before. He had a brash, 
self confident manner that most of the staff 
resented. He had no regard for authority 
and was always in hot water for infraction 
‘f some rule or another. 

! was first attracted to him because he’d 
had to struggle so hard to get where he 
was. Like me, Norman came from a poor 
family and he’d had to work his way 
through med school. Theoretically. the low 
yay that internes get puts them all on the 
same footing. but actually, those who have 
families with money or some sort of in- 
come are much better off than those who 
have to live on $20 or so a month. It was 
plain to me that most of Norman’s behavior 
was an expression of his resentment. 

[ felt that the hospital officials and his 
fellow internes deliberately gave him a hard 
vay to go, so I defended him on every oc- 
casion. From that point to falling in love 
with him was one short step and I made it 
vith my eyes open. 

| knew that marriage was out of the 
question until after Norman finished his 
nterneship and got his practice going. I 
was making good money as a private nurse, 
but not enough to support a husband. 

But the biggest handicap to the romance 
{ found myself involved in was the age- 
id problem of a woman who falls in love 
with a man younger than she. Norman was 
25 and I was three years older. not an im- 
possible difference, but enough to supply 
ilenty of gossip for the grapevine that ran 
ilong the white tile corridors. 

Still, I was the one person who would 
isten to Norman’s complaints, the one per- 
on who didn’t scoff at his dream of becom- 
ng a great surgeon, so he turned more 
and more to me for companionship. 

When he got his monthly check. he would 
take me out for a wild night on the town 
ind then, for the next 30 days. he’d be 
roke, Although he protested, I bought 
artons of cigarettes for him and would foot 
he bill for a dinner out or a movie during 
he lean period. 

I didn’t mind because I knew that some- 
lay he’d repay me. The thousand dollars 
{rdella had offered me would have paved 
he way for the two of us to get married. 
But great as the temptation was, I knew I 

suld never face myself afterwards and I 

is sure that Norman would feel the same 

Vay. 

By the time I reached the park exit. I 


oa 
iO 


was congratulating myself for having done 
the right thing. My feet skipped light- 
heartedly across the street and up the 
driveway to the hospital entrance. A shiny 
new green convertible was parked in front 
of the doorway. 

Behind the wheel was an attractive red- 
head. who puffed indolently on a cigarette 
stuck in a long holder. I wondered idly 
which of the doctors she was giving pal- 
pitations of the heart. 

I knew the answer the moment the big 
door pushed open and I saw him give his 
hat a final pat. Norman stopped short 
when he saw me. He was not in his white 
uniform, but all dressed up in his best— 
and only—suit. A bland smile replaced 
the look of surprise on his faee. 

“Hey! Been looking all over for you, 
baby. Left a note with your super.” 

“I—I had to run an errand,” I mur- 
mured. “You're going out?” I added some- 
what lamely. 

He nodded. “You know how it is on that 
one day off.” His glance followed mine out 
to the waiting car. “J—uh—everything’s 
explained in the note.” He had the de- 
cency to be a little embarrassed. 

The car horn beeped impatiently a cou- 
ple of times and he bent down quickly and 
pecked me on my cheek. “Can't afford to 
miss a free meal!”” Then he was gone and 
I was alone in the deep, antiseptic silence 
of the spotless white foyer. 

I was in such a daze I didn’t even hear 
the car drive off, but my tortured mind 
conjured up a picture of Norman lounging 
sideways against the leather cushion and 
smiling down at the breathtaking profile 
of the young girl beside him. I made my 
way upstairs on faltering feet and picked 
up Norman’s note from the superintendent 
of nurses. But I didn’t open it. 

Either he had written me the truth about 
his glamorous date or. not expecting to run 
into me, had lied. Whichever it was, read- 
ing it would be like rubbing salt into my 
already wounded heart. So I folded the 
note and slipped it into my pocket, then 
walked aimlessly through the halls where 
life and death dramas were being enacted 
every hour of the day and night. 

Yet. the personal tragedy I was experi- 
encing at that moment was far more pain- 
ful than any I’d ever known. The hurt was 
deeper than when my mother died alone 
and uncared for, strengthening my deter- 
mination to be a nurse; it was deeper than 
the first loss of a patient entrusted to me. 

The one thing that sustained me was 
my steady faith that Norman would some 
day be a great doctor. Whether I was by 
his side or merely standing on the side- 
lines, I was positive he would go on to 
achieve the heights in the medical profes- 
sion. With his strong, skilled hands he 
could become a famous surgeon. 

Thinking of his hands, large and broad 
and almost femininely gentle. made me 
think of other things about him; his gay, 
devil-may-care attitude, his firm confidence 
in himself, his infectious smile. And re- 
membering, I refused to accept defeat. I 


loved him with all my heart and all my 
soul and no red-headed chippie was going 
to take him from me! He was mine. 

The door to the pathology lab was open 
and I wandered into the empty room. | 
climbed on one of the stools and laid my 
head down on the cool stone slab of the 
work bench. Yes. Norman was mine. How 
could I have even thought about giving him 
up?—not after that sweet, almost sacred 


night... . 


T HAD BEEN two months ago, during 

the time I was working on one of the 
toughest cases I’d ever handled. The pa- 
tient was a well-to-do old lady whose fam- 
ily promised to spare no expense during 
her illness and had hired two private 
nurses. It was a tedious, backbreaking job 
because she required constant care. Reed 
King was her doctor, a quiet. efficient man 
whose very appearance inspired confidence 
in his ability to heal. I remember how he 
helped me over many a rough spot when I 
first joined the staff. 

He was always so kind and wise. I'd 
once asked him what he thought about 
Norman. Dr. King compressed his lips and 
gave a non-committal shrug. “It’s hard to 
tell at this stage. Sarah.” he told me. “For 
all I know he might turn out to be a bril- 
liant doctor. And then again—” 

His unspoken doubts worried me. It was 
the first time I’d ever known him to express 
anything but the best about anyone. Then 
I decided that like everyone else. Dr. King 
was making unduly harsh judgment of 
Norman. It seemed that each time I heard 
anything against him, it made me love him 
that much more. 

It was about midnight when I went off 
duty and I went down the hall to the small 
dressing room to change clothes and go 
home. I was bone-weary and depressed. 
too, for I hadn’t seen Norman in two long 
days. Then. as if in answer to my silent 
wishes. there was a cautious rap on the 
door. I grabbed up my uniform and held 
it in front of me, then cracked the door 
and peered out. 

“Norman!” I didn’t try to keep the joy 
out of my voice. 

“Hiya. baby.” he grinned, “Can I get a 
little first aid for a shattered heart here?” 

“Silly!” I laughed softly. “I’m dressing.” 

“So what? I’ve seen the undraped fem- 
inine form before.” 

“You just wait a minute,” I ordered, 
fumbling with my tangled uniform. 

At that moment, footsteps approached 
from around the corner and panic seized 
me. Whoever was coming would make it 
awkward because I knew that Norman was 
supposed to be on duty downstairs in the 
wards. I flung open the door and stepped 
back, switching off the light. 

Norman slipped into the dimness of the 
room. standing very close to me as the 
footsteps grew louder. then faded as they 
passed the closed door. 

We both let out a sigh of relief. Then I 
was acutely conscious of my half-clothed 
body. I stepped back. 





ne 
he 


sa 


ou 
aly 
ab 
lor 


ab 


ano 
pret 
dert 
fore 
free 
that 
ton 
to g 

T 


amo 


| EH 
€ 
out 1 
sayil 
you 
a 
in e1 
a thi 
face, 





Il my 


cooing 
going 


open 
m. | 
id my 
rf the 
How 
¢ him 
acred 


uring 
rf the 
€ pa- 
fam- 
uring 
rivate 
g job 
Reed 
man 
lence 
Ww he 
hen | 


. Td 
about 
s and 
rd to 
“For 


bril- 


t was 
press 
Then 
King 
it of 
leard 
- him 


it off 
small 
d go 
ssed. 
long 
ilent 
| the 
held 


door 
> joy 


ret a 
re?” 
ing.” 
fem- 


red, 


ched 
ized 
ce it 

was 
. the 
yped 


the 
the 
they 


en I 
thed 





“Aren’t you glad to see me?” he asked. 
“T—aren’t you supposed to be on duty 
I faltered. 


“T got someone to cover for 


now?” 
He laughed. 
me while I took a few minutes off,” he ex- 


plained. His tone became serious. “I just 
had to see you, Sarah.” 
“I’m glad you came, darling! It seems 


like forever since I saw you.” 

“Come here.” His strong hands fastened 
around my bare waist and | melted inside. 
The next moment I was in his embrace, 
my lips tingling from the pressure of his 
fierce kisses. 

“T guess this is he said at last, his 
voice taut with emotion. “You feel the 
same way?” 

“Oh, yes, Norman! I love you, I do!” 

I heard his deep breathing, felt the mag- 
netic nearness of him. “I shouldn’t be 
here,” he said, his voice suddenly bitter. 
“What can I offer a woman?” 

I pressed my fingers to his lips. “Don’t 
say that! We can wait if we have to.” 

“Until we’re both too old to get any fun 
out of life?” he demanded. “I’m sick of 
always being broke, Sarah, never being 
able to do the things I want.” He flung his 
long body on the cot against the wall. 

“But I'll show them! I know they talk 
about me like a dog here, but Ill show 
them.” 

I went over to him and put my hands on 
his shoulders. “Of course you will, dar- 
ling,” I soothed, 

“T think I’ve got a way to make some 
right away, not five years from 
Sarah—I don’t want to 


money 
now. You see, 
wait.” 

My legs went weak from the touch of 
his knees as I stood before him. My whole 
body seemed consumed in flame. aching to 
submit to his caresses. It was wrong. the 
way I felt. I kept telling myself. Wait. 
wait, a part of me warned; but our desire 
was too immediate. 

I felt his lips on my hands, 
arms. A blessed relaxation crept over me 
and | gloried in his demanding caresses. 

“T can’t wait!” he moaned, his voice 
muffled against my flesh. 

Neither could I 


Now, after seeing Norman ride off with 


along my 


another woman,.a woman younger and 
prettier than I, the memory of that won- 
derful night was all I had to cling to. I 
forced myself to believe it was only for a 
free meal that he went out with her. If 
that were so, I reasoned, then the solution 
to my problem was money—-enough for us 
to get married on, 

There was only one way to get the 
amount we needed. 


HEARD the voice, but it took me sev- 

eral seconds to recognize it and make 
out the words. It was Dr. King and he was 
saying, “Talk about being lost in thought— 
you were gone!” he teased. 

I jumped down off the stool and smiled 
in embarrassment. But I couldn’t think of 
a thing to say. I studied his rugged, kindly 
face, saw the intelligent, twinkly eyes. If 
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Norman became half the doctor Reed was, 
ie could be proud of himself, I found my- 
self thinking. 

“I'm going on my vacation,” Reed said. 

| saw you sitting in here and came in to 
-ay goodbye.” He held out his hand. 

\lso, I wondered if you’d look in on my 
vatient in Room 315? Just to check up on 
the new girl up there. I still remember the 
errific job you did with Mrs. Hale.” 

“I'd like to, doctor, only—” The deci- 

en came in a flash. “Only. ’'m going on 
ny vacation, too. Tomorrow.” 

“Well, have a nice time, Sarah.” 

“The same to you, doctor.” 

After he left. I phoned Ardella. 

The next night, after a long car trip, I 
installed Ardella in the bedroom of her 
summer cottage. I hadn’t been able to get 

touch with Norman before leaving, but 
my disappointment was softened by the 
knowledge that in two short weeks our 
worries would be over. And I didn’t have 
nuch time for brooding once we arrived. 
\rdella was weak and exhausted from the 
long ride and she seemed more than ever 
erateful that I had decided to come. 

[ was to occupy the other twin bed and 
when Shelton came, he’d have to shift for 
iimself, Ardella said. “Just keep him 
away from me until I’m all right.” she re- 
minded me. 

When he finally did arrive. Shelton made 
1 blustery entrance. demanding to know 
vhy he hadn’t been told of his wife’s ill- 
ness. He was a big man. much older than 
\rdella. but vigorous and physically fit. 
His eyes were hard, filled with so much 
shrewdness I was afraid he’d see through 

inexpert lies. 

[ met him at the door. His sharp eyes 
ook in my starched uniform and _ profes- 
ional manner. It was easy to see why 
(rdella was afraid of him. His fury would 
be terrible if he ever found out the truth. 

But that was my job—to keep him from 
finding out the truth. 

“What’s wrong, nurse?” he demanded. 
“IT come home and the housekeeper tells me 
my wife is sick. Why didn’t Dell let me 


KnHOW: 
“She was afraid it might upset you, Mr. 
\lays.” | explained. “She said one of your 


bexers had an important fight coming 
ip—” 

He nodded. “The bout was a big one, 
but I didn’t have to be at ringside. But why 
lid she come way up here, Miss—?” 

“Miss Stanley.” I said. “Dr. James did 
ill he could for her before he went out of 

»wn. The rest and quiet up here will help 

I recuperate.” 

[ led him into the bedroom. Only Ar- 
lella’s frantic signal, flashed by her eyes. 
ept me there during the reunion. As I 
yvatched, I couldn’t help admiring the con- 

neing act she put on. If I hadn’t known 
lifferently. I might have thought she was 
adly in love with him. 

\fter a few moments. I went over to her 
id put my fingers on her wrist. “I know 
ou ll hate me,” I smiled at Shelton, “but 
I'm going to chase you out. Too much ex- 


oO 
OU 


citement won’t be good for her.” 

His face was grim as he nodded to me, 
but he forced a smile when he bent over 
and kissed his wife with genuine fondness. 

“Nice going!” Ardella said enthusiasti- 
cally as soon as he had left the room. “I 
think I can talk him into going back to 
the city. Just keep telling him Ill be all 
right.” 

The next day Shelton told me he was 
leaving Ardella in my care. “But only be- 
cause you seem to know your business. 
Miss Stanley.” he confided as I walked to 
his car with him. “That girl is my heart. 
Pull her through this and [ll put a nice 
piece of change down on Kid Corey’s next 
fight for you.” 

I protested that wasn’t necessary, but he 
insisted. “I do it all the time for Dell. 
I let her use her winnings for spending 
money.” 

How well I knew! She had told me how 
she scraped together the thousand dollars 
that nestled in the secret compartment of 
my purse. 

There was very little to be done for my 
patient; prepare her meals, pack her with 
fresh dressings and read or talk to her to 
help pass the time. I was a little worried 
about the bleeding, but she maintained 
steadfastly that except for being uncom- 
fortable she was feeling fine. 

Several times Ardella suggested that I 
spend a little time at the beach during the 
day, but I refused to give myself a mo- 
ment’s leisure. “I’m going to earn every 
cent of that money.” I told her. Actually. 
I had little heart for facing people. Id 
look at myself in the mirror and wonder 
whether the terrible thing I was doing 
showed in my face. 

And there were times at night when I 
tossed restlessly in the bed next to Ar- 
della. on fire with the want of Norman. 
I'd have given anything in the world for 
the feel of his arms tight around me. My 
tortured body had to suffer the frustration 
until the hot lump of passion burned itself 
out. Just a few more days. I consoled my- 
self. Then I’'d be with Norman—for good. 

One afternoon when I[ returned from get- 
ting the mail. I found Ardella writhing on 
the bed. obviously in great pain. My 
throat tightened with fear. but I prepared 
an ice pack and stuck a thermometer be- 
tween her parched, bloodless lips. 

Despite all her assurances that the doc- 
tor she’d gone to knew his business, some- 
thing had gone wrong. Infection had set in. 

“T feel so hot all over . . . burning up.” 
she mumbled. “Can’t you do something, 
Sarah? This pain is killing me!” 

“I’m only a nurse, not a doctor,” I said. 
“You've got to get to a hospital. Ardella.” 

She tried to lift herself erect. but fell 
back weakly. “I can’t do that,” she cried. 
“There must be some other way. There’s 
got to be!” She went off into a mild 
delirium. “Shelton will kill me! He’ll beat 
me ... throw me out into the street .. . 
God! I can’t stand this pain!” 

I made her as comfortable as I could, 
then went to the phene. “What are you 


doing?” she shouted. “You're not going to 
call Shelton?” 

“Tm going to get a doctor here before 
you bleed to death.” I said grimly. 

The tears were streaming down her 
sunken cheeks now. “I won’t let you do it! 
He'll report it and the whole story will 
get out. Come back here!” 

Slowly I replaced the instrument. “You 
know what that means, don’t you? If you 
don’t get immediate attention, you'll die of 
that hemorrhage. Ill be on the spot. but 
the criminal who butchered you will go 
free!” 

Panic glittered in her eyes as she cast 
about wildly for a way out. “Maybe we 
could call the doctor. In a fast car, he—” 

My look told her that was hopeless and 
she clamped her bottom lip between her 
teeth as a spasm shook her thin body. A 
trickle of blood flowed from one corner of 
her mouth and she buried her face in the 
pillow to stifle the moans that welled up 
in her throat. 


I? SEEMED that everything was piling 
up on me in a rush that threatened to 
swamp me. The smell of death grew 
stronger as I helplessly watched Ardella 
in her grim struggle with pain. I was 
trapped just as surely as she was. 

If I let her die—and I was sure she 
would if help didn’t come soon—then I 
would be morally and legally responsible 
for her death. On the other hand, if I called 
in an outside doctor, Ardella’s secret was 
bound to be exposed. 

The more I thought about it, the more 
clearly I saw my duty—the duty of a reg- 
istered nurse to a patient in her care. At 
the same time, I felt an intense hatred of 
whoever it was who had violated his medi- 
cal oath and criminally endangered one 
human life by destroying another. | walked 
back to the phone. intending to call the 
hotel to see whether a doctor was available. 

I heard Ardella scream and turned to 
see her half out of the bed. “Call the city.” 
she gasped. “Doctor promised to take care 


. call Dr. Hayes .. . Norman 
” 


of me. 
Hayes . 

I just stood there. My eyes and ears 
were playing tricks on me, I decided. I saw 
Ardella slump to the floor in a dead faint 
and the phone in my hand clicked me- 
chanically. The poor, confused woman, I 
thought. How would she ever come to know 
my Norman? There were plenty of other 
Normans in the world—maybe even an- 
other Dr. Norman Hayes. 

But in my heart of hearts, I knew that 
she had not just made up the name in her 
mad delirium. It was Norman she meant. 
Norman who had callously taken money 
for performing an abortion, Norman who 
had with that act violated every precept of 
the medical profession. 

Yet, who was I to judge him? I was al- 
most as guilty, having made the bargain 
with Ardella. What a laugh! Neither one 
of us was worthy of the trust placed in us. 
No matter what the outcome, I knew I 
could never practice nursing again. As for 
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Norman—well, he’d just have to face the 
music. 

Somehow, I managed to phone the hotel 
and learned that there was a doctor reg- 
istered there. They insisted he was on va- 
cation, but when I told them it was a 
matter of life or death, they promised to 
send him right away. Then I got Ardella 
back into bed and sat down to wait. 

I tried to figure things out. It was im- 
possible for me to believe that love had 
gotten us into such a hopeless mess. 

As it turned out, Norman had performed 
other illegal operations and spent up the 
money on other women. What hurt more 
than anything else was the sinking realiza- 
tion that Norman would never become a 
doctor; he had forfeited any right to prac- 
tice. 

I went through the next few days as me- 
chanically as if I'd been a robot. Ardella 
was taken to the hospital and fast action 
by the doctor we’d called saved her life. 
The whole ugly story was blasted into the 
open and I was called before hospital au- 
thorities to tell my story. Norman was im- 
mediately discharged and was taken over 
by the state’s attorney for criminal prose- 
cution. 

After I left the superintendent’s office, 
stripped of everything I’d worked so hard 
for, I was sad yet felt clean and fresh 
again. I had made a terrible mistake 
almost a fatal one—but I had paid for it. 
And although I faced life without the work 
I loved or the man I thought I loved, the 
future looked grey, not entirely black. As 
I left the hospital for the last time, some- 
thing happened that made things seem 
even brighter. 

Dr. Reed King caught up with me as I 
walked down the broad steps. He didn’t 
say anything as he walked along beside 
me, just puffed thoughtfully on his pipe. 
At last. he said: “How about a cup of 
coffee, Sarah?” 

“TI think I'd like that,” I answered, and 
despite the tears in my eyes, I managed a 


smile. THE END 











Stars And Numbers 
(Continued from Page 8) 

twelve signs of the Zodiac: 

Aries—1, 2, 6, 8, 10, 12, 15, 21, 24, 25, 
29 

Taurus—l, 4, 6, 8, 9, 10, 12, 17, 18, 21, 
26, 27 

Gemini—1, 2, 6, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 
16, 20, 29 

Cancer—1, 4, 6, 8, 11. 13, 15. 16, 17, 18, 
23, 30 

Leo—1, 6, 10, 12, 15, 17, 19, 21, 24, 25 

Virgo—1, 6, 8, 11. 12, 13, 17, 18, 19, 20, 
21, 27 

Libra—1, 2, 6, 10, 12, 15, 19, 21, 23, 24, 
25, 29 

Scorpio—l, 4, 6, 11. 13. 22. 24, 25, 26, 27 

Sagittarius—1, 2, 6, 11, 14. 16, 20, 24, 
26, 27, 28, 29 

Capricorn—l1, 3, 6, 8, 11, 12. 17, 23, 27 

Aquarius—1, 3, 5, 6, 10, 12, 19, 20, 21, 
24, 25, 29 

Pisces—4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 12, 19, 20, 24, 28 


Try this new amazing scientific home method to 
Add Shapely Curves to 


SKINNY LEGS! 


—at ankles, calves, thighs, knees, hips! ge Bg 





LESS FATIGUE 





HOW ‘‘AROUND-THE-CLOCK"' GLAMOUR LEGS 
HELPS EVERYTHING YOU DO! 


Stronger shapely | 
e DANCE GRACEFULLYe IMPROV 


e WORK ON FEET WITH 


“¢ poe you 
YOUR FAVORITE SPORT 


more ease and form. 
e WALK, STAND WITH POISE 





YOURS? 


Straight 
Hips 











In Many Cases, Doctors Advise Use of This Technique! 


bony 


Stop being self-con scious 
att sr 7 





gt ene 
Pace st fashions "of hig ong sk irts. 
you too can try to 
normal causes an d fill out pos y Pp -“ o 
ankles ° stringbean calv 
straight-line unfeminine hips 
women have by following 





oe Look Unattractive 
With egs 
On skinny 
hose haven't a 
all 





your — appearance un- 
grace 


— How This Technique Helped Others! 


One young lady. aged 24, 
hardly fir 
her hips | 





bock. Texas, writes, 
helped so very much. 


abc 





Give y purse if a chance to look good in the 





€ 
‘me thod. 








k Glamorous 


and fit “hip best over well 


stockings to fit wee 


z th 
1d legs were so beautifully x Sovgloned ai MODERN METHODS Dept. SL-TC6A 


oongge 2 model Another wom: an 








play tennis with Thighs’ 
Bony 
Knees 
! Men are al- . 
zs rob the rest of € 
7 ts. etc. Now at last Stringbean 3 
underdeveloped legs, due to Calves a: 
you Wish w toothpick 
es scrawny thighs 
all er as many Toothpick 4 
Ankles A 
Res eer ¥ 


TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 


Requires only 15 minutes a Day! 


Well-known authority on legs with years of experience 
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fifteen minutes a day—in the privacy of your home! Con- 
tains step-by-step illustrations of the easy scientific leg 
technique with simple instructions: gaining stronger legs, 
improving skin color and circulation of legs: also normal 
causes of skinny legs, plus leg measurement chart of 
each section of leg according to height and weight. From 
ry first day you may feel the exhilarating effects of 
this method. Health culture asked this well-known au- 
thority on legs to write a series of articles on the funda- 
mentals of this type of method. This magazine believed 





Shapely Legs their readers should learn about this wonderful technique. 
ting stand- 
Jes are the SEND NO MONEY! FREE 10-DAY TRIAL! 
e > one, all You would be i to pay any price to gain shapely 
shoes, “Sranene, skirts. look legs. but ‘‘Shapely Legs Home Method’’ is yours for 
the low introductory price of only $1.98 complete. 
ighs, Just deposit $1.98 plus postage with postman on de- 
ankles, livery (in plain wrapper). Or se nd only $1.98 with order 


and we pay postage. You must see satisfactory results, 
or return course and your money will be refunded. 
could 
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God WANTS YOu. If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Prob- 


and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult be- 
cause of the struggle to breathe, don't fail to send 


lems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Love or at once to the Frontier Asthma Company for a 


Family Troubles? W orried? 


any kind? Would you 
and ‘Good Fortune”’ 


is wonderful NE, a 


7 ophappiness of | FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDI- 
NE 


Success * 
preparation for temporary symptomatic 


NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. No mat- 
is helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and | ter where you live or whether you have faith in 


ae clip this Message now 
ame dress and 3c 

FELLOW: SHIP, Box 5206, maete, will 

rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER and FRONTIER ASTHMA Co. 

FAITH to you by AIR MAIL 


absolutely FREE! 


and mail with your | any medicine under the sun, send today for this 
LIFE- eet § free trial. It will cost you nothing. 


We 7 
22-T FRONTIER Bipoe. 


462 Nracara St. Burraco 1, N. Y. 





Now! You Can Be Shades Lighter 





For Complete Beauty Care Use 
Dr. FRED Palmer's 25¢ SKIN Delight SOAP and 25¢ VANISHING CREAM 25 » 50° 


All Dr 
TID CTRL oft Al rus and 





Try the DOCTOR’S FAST PROVEN WAY that 








Enter Mr. Romance... when you say ‘‘good-by”’ to tanned, 
dark skin. Your skin becomes lighter, smoother, more invit- 
ing to touch while you use Dr. FRED Palmer’s SKIN 
WHITENER. New DOUBLE STRENGTH FORMULA 
works TWICE as fast. On pimples, bumps and rough harsh 
outer skin it speeds normal skin processes that clear up 
minor externally caused blemishes. Anti- 
septic, kills skin germs on contact. 
Loosens blackheads for easier removal. 
Glorifies complexion. At drug stores! 


DR. FRED PALMER’S 
NEW DOUBLE STRENGTH 


SKIN WHITENER 
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Your own natural beauty 
(And a June bride’s, too) 


is something OLD 
And something NEW! 


The “something old” is those qual- 
ities of beauty NATURAL TO YOU. 
Wake them up! You won't find YOUR 
beauty by imitating OTHER women! 


The “something new” is Madam 


Walker’s latest hair and skin cosmetics 
—the ONLY ones designed to BRING 


OUT those qualities of NATURAL 


beauty asleep within nearly EVERY 


woman’s hair and skin! 

_...and your NEWEST 

(and most popular! ) COSMETICS 
bear the OLDEST 

(and most dependable! ) NAME! 


that’s why WISE women use ALL “a 
WALKER Products — ALL the time! 


AT DRUG AND COSMETIC COUNTERS 
AND WALKER BEAUTY SHOPPES OR 


DIRECT FROM US: 


MADAM 
C. J. WALKER MFG. CO. 
Department T-653 
INDIANAPOLIS, IND. 


(J 


HAIR AND SKIN 


Covmilics 


WORLDS FINEST OVER 50 YEARS 


USE ALL THE WALKER PRODUCTS! 


VAPOIL * GLOSSINE * HAIR & SCALP 
PREPARATION * TEMPLE SALVE 
DOUBLE-STRENGTH SCALP OINTMENT 
* SHAMPOO SOAP + BEAUTY SOAP « 
HOME WAVE KIT «© BRILLIANTINE « 
SKIN BRIGHTENER * MEN’S POMADE 
* LIQUID SHAMPOO «© LIPSTICK « 
SUPERFINE FACE POWDER * PERFUME 
* HAND LOTION * TALCUM ¢ WITCH 
HAZEL JELLY * CLEANSING CREAM « 
NIGHT CREAM + COLD CREAM « 
VANISHING CREAM *« DEODORANT 
* LIQUID HAIR COLORING «+ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 9) 


Nothing came easy for him. He really had 
to work and study hard for his breaks. 

Cozy comes trom a musical family. His 
brother, Herbert. also a drummer. has his 
own band in New Jersey. playing in and 
out of Asbury Park. Ted. another brother. 
plays piano and heads his trio up in Al- 
bany. N. Y. Cozy’s sister. Frances. teaches 
school in Portsmouth. Va.. and is also a 
pianist. 

They are from East Orange. N. J.. 
Cozy was born but under the name of Wil- 
liam Randolph Cole. after an uncle. The 
nickname, “Cozy.” was given him while he 
Some- 


where 


was playing high school football. 
thing to do with the way he caught a ball. 
I understand. Anyhow. he could really run 
for those touchdowns! 

I got a lot of closeups on Cozy’s interest- 
ing career during this period. He told me 
how he began his musical life as a drum- 
mer with Blanche Calloway’s band. later 
moving to such famous aggregations as 
Cab Calloway. Raymond Scott. Benny 
Goodman and John Kirby. During all 
these jobs. he continued his study of mu- 
sic at Julliard Conservatory. He also had 
attended Columbia University. 

During the time he was with Raymond 
Scott’s CBS orchestra. he was approached 
by producer Billy Rose to be a principal 
in the unforgettable musical comedy. Car- 
men Jones, on Broadway. From this he 
moved into the Lively Arts with 
Benny Goodman. Bea Lillie and Muriel 
Smith co-starred. 

It was natural that. after being so closely 
associated with him during our engage- 
ment in Chicago. understanding 
should ripen into something more endur- 


Seven 


our 


ing. 

We met one morning over coffee follow- 
ing the show and decided we really knew 
one another well enough to express what 
was foremost in our thoughts. 

That's when Cozy told me: 

“Evalena. don’t you think one person in 
the family in show business is enough? 
Don't you realize that a man who is in this 
business doesn’t get tickled to know that 
his wife is in it with him. when she ought 
to be at home tending the house. fixing 
dinner and things like that?” 

I was speechless. Absolutely speechless. 
I was so mad. [| told him right then and 
there that I could be another Katherine 
Dunham if I wanted to. I told William 
Randolph Cole that even though he was 
one of the greatest drummers in the world. 
that did had a corner on 
talent. 

Then I suddenly remembered what he 
said about “one person in the family” be- 
ing enough in show business and stopped 
talking with my mouth wide open. Cozy 
planted a kiss on my lips and I knew this 


not mean he 


was it. 
We were married by Rev. Thomas W. 
Riggans in St. Louis at the Mount Zion 


AME Church. Since then. we have lived 
almost continuously on the road. particu- 
larly since Cozy joined Louis Armstrong's 
\ll-Stars three years ago. Although I did 
not go to Europe with the band the last 
time it went over. [ am looking forward to 
the extensive tour of the combination in 
South America this spring and summer. 

Meanwhile. we are concentrating on one 
career and that one is his. I've closed my 
mind to every thought and action except 
those that concern my dear husband. Cozy. 
\s you can see. he never actually proposed 
to me. but it seems that things were just 
set properly for what was to follow. 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 15) 


world. runners who are faster than the 
fastest. scientists, writers, singers who have 
climbed to the top of the ladder that men 
once said no Negro could even approach. 
But they dood it. So can you. 

Wanting, and knowing what you want. 
however. is still not enough. You and only 
you can make those dreams come true. 
\laddin’s lamp and the magic carpet is 
strictly for the story books. Wishing and 
wanting must be backed up by the magic 
of doing. 

\ vague dream, like some day having “a 
whole lot of money.” is meaningless. If 
having and handling a lot of money is what 
you really want. then gear your dreams 
toward owning a bank. becoming a mem- 
ber of the stock exchange, or some other 
legitimate business where you can deal in 
big money*and take (still talking legit- 
imately) some of it home with you. 

If that is your opinion, begin work- 
ing toward it now. Find out what require- 
ments are necessary for you to qualify for 
a job in a bank or in a stock exchange. 
The next step is to prepare yourself for 
your life’s work by getting a good funda- 
mental education, with emphasis on math- 
ematics. If you do not like figures. flunked 
elementary geometry and can’t make 
change without using all five fingers. get 
yourself a new dream honeychile. 

If. on the other hand, you can tell the 
number of aspirins in a bottle without 
reading the label. or can figure out in your 
head how many barrels of flour A will have 
when B sold six barrels to C and D’s num- 
ber of barrels is five times less the num- 
ber of roses in A’s garden which he bought 
from B at half the prevailing price in 1892 

you are on the right track. 

Read everything you can get your hands 
on about your future career. Ask ques- 
tions. observe how others handle the job. 
Make everything you do contribute to your 
goal. but not to the detriment of others. 

If you marry early and have the respen- 
sibility of a wife. perhaps children. then 
you may have to alter your plans some- 
what. but never discard your dream. 
Funny. but the harder it is to attain a goal. 
the more determined most people are to 
succeed. Easy, seldom does it. 








